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PROLOGUE. 



TjrOUClVD he your generous hearts t foJ)>ttr$ ihlsflsj I 

Where mirth would laughs humanijy avjof^ 
^^*wo thottfand years our tale h/ujhook tfjeftage^ 

And mov d the Ixart of Grctct from age to etge% 

'E,*en Alexander loept our queen* s dejpair^ 

And the world* s conqueror Jat conquered tljere. 

What reach of tajle could Attic fride prefume^ 
^Whatfiamf of courage e*er d{ftinguijh*d Rome^ 
-But Britain's font may hoajl an equal merits 
'Would Britons think and aR with BntOhfpirit ! 

TefluHerlng triflers of an hour too Jbort^ 
^efoei to thinking, andyefriendi of^/port^ 
'Forbear to laugh when pcnji*uefy difireft \ 
^ighi in yon circle JweH the befiutcom breajl. 
Charms to the fair eft face Joft forrow lendi-i 
' Pity and innocence are bofom friends ! 
^ndwhen deep anguijh Jhakes a feeling mind, 
-How mujl it ach when witlings fncer behind ! 

Nor dream, ^ye g€cy% tfjat only mirth Jhould pleap^ 
9To Rightly wit e'er laughed off life*s difeafe^ 
Expericuci telh us. foon or late comes care^ 
And he who flies from thought ^ will meet defpair* 

Ladies^ be firm to pajjims tenderefl cla'm^ 
• Sighs are love's breezes^ and will fan the flame* 
Laughing gallants may promife merry lives. 
But laughing hujbandi make you ^vetp'mg woivet. 
^hey whofe own hearts can feel will treat yours btfl ; 
And he gives pain, that thinks it hut a jefim 
Nobly ivecp out, nor let an ill-tim'd blufh 
•Keep back the JlruggUng tear that k-ngs to gvjhm 
All that are ^ivifc and brave, hy nature kioxvf 
*' T'is 'virtue^ mark to weep at others woe, 
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A 



TRAGEDY. 



ACT I. 

S-C E N E, An Apartment in the Palace. 

Merope, mournful^ on a couch. 

Ifmene, leaning melancholy ^ helvw ; and Attenianttm 

Jjfm. C[ E E ! where -die lone majeftic mourner weeps ; 

O Loft, even to mufic's power !— cry : ftrain 

each note^ 

In mdody V wide compafs. Haply, 

Some change through fad to lively, may have force. 
To ftrike recovering fenfe, and wake regard. 

* Firft, in low lympathy of forrow's foftnefs. 

Sooth her dejedled foul — then, ftart at once 
To fwellfi of joy-^and ftorm attention's ear. 

[Mufic nvith trumpets. 
[After the Tnujtc, Merope rijes and comes forward* 

Mer. let me, when next thy too officious love. 
Faithful J/mene^ tries th* harmonious charm. 
Let me have mufic, folemn all, and flow. 

Sad fuited to my thoughts rMix not for me. 

Who have no power to tafte, fuch fprightly notes. 
As they who are more happy, find more fweet. 

IJim. Why, when the Gods grow gentle, are you fad? 
You felt their anger (harply. — Now they fmile. 
Embrace their proffe?d bounty — All the lords 
Of glad Mycene, in full fenate met. 
Take meafures to proclaim you reigning queen : 
You, whom diftrefs but brightens !— to whofe charms. 
Made awful by your grief, woes add new majefty I 

A3 • Mtr% 
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Mer. What, ho news yet, of Narhas ? or my fon ^ 

Ifm, May it be foon ! — No prince, of birth like his, 
Where'er conceal'd, can 'fcape fuch fearch unknown. 

Mer, Will ye, at length, ye powers, reward my 
tears ? 
Will ye, at laft, rcftore Eumenes to me ? 
—If he yet lives^— this only remnant heir 
Of his wrong'd mother's miferies ! — Oh, fave him. 
From his dear breaft, ftrike wide the murderer's dagger^ 
Is he not yours ? a branch from great Alcides ? 
• What, tho* (forget it, and be hulh'd, O faith!)* 
What, tho' to traitors proip'rous fwords, you gave 
His father's fated life — ah, yet ! defert not 
This image of his form, that fills my fouL 

Ifm, Dear, tho' he doubtlefs was, and juftjy raoum*d,_ 
Should you exclude all fenfe of blifs befide ? 

Mrr. I am a mother : ^with a. mother's fears. 

IJm. But can a mother's fears efface the ftamp 
Of hero's foul, that marks a race like yours ? 
— Sweet tho* his infant fmiles,.they dwell too fix'd. 
Too deep on your touch'd memory ! — long ycars^ 
Arc oaft^ fmce firft you. loft him* 

Mtr^ Loft him ?-^aiever,— 
In twice feven dreadful years, no moment's light 
Broke on my eyes, but brought his image with it. 

Why tell'ft thou me of time ? Days, months, and. 

years, . 

Have grown ; but with 'em grew my pain to lofe him. 
— Weich that la^ fatal hint, thy father fent me : 
Hope loon, faid he, to fee the prince EnmeneSf 
All you would wifh : — fear all from Ftdiphontes. 

Jfm, Wifely you fear him.— But 'twere wifcr ftill. 
So fearing, to prevent him.— Hear the ftatcs : 
Quit at their prayer thi^ regent's nanic — ^be crown'd : 
And rife indeed the queen uicy meant to make you. 

Mct\ Is not tlie crown my fon's ? 

Ijm, A fon, fo lov'd 

Should he return, would than k 

Mrr, Perilh the heart, 
Tliat, meanly proud, and pooily fiU'd for fcif. 
Swells from mother's loffes ! 
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J^m, Public intcre ft' ■ ■- ' 
■ Men Curfe on all int'oeft that' mcliides not honefty I 
—But here ev'n int'reft brings no pleato tempt me. 
What can a childlcfs mother hope from empire ? 
What has diftrefs to do with pomp*s vain luflre ? 
—I fee the very light of heaven with pain. 
Never ihall fplendor cheat thcfe blafted eyes. 
That faw my bleeding lordi my murder'd children ; 
Saw my friends fall : faw men and Gods forfak'e me. 
—O guilt! O perfidy !—0 death's dire day I 
Prefent for ever to my frighted foul. 

I/m. Oft have I wept — to hear that day's fad tale. 

Mer, I hear it" now ! — Even yet their cries rife round 
me! 
Save, fave the king^— (ave the poor gafpine princes : 
Save the diftrafted queen ! — I fcream — ^I fly- 
On every fide I turn, meet battline crowds : 
Swordsj glitt'ring fpears, loud mouts, and mingled 

groanings.' 
Meet laft — a. fight — ^beyond all fenfe of horror ! 
Meet — ^an expiring huftand's out-ftretch*d eye, 
Strain'd with a death-mix'd tendemefs (m min e ■ 
And ftrugg^ng fcpm-his blood to reach and elafp me« 

I/m, Patience, O madam;, and foreet thefe horrors. 

Mer. — There two expiring infant fuffcrers fell. 
The eldeftof our loves !---duteous in death! 
Crofs the king's bresft they threw their little bodies. 
And lent their hands weak aid — to fave their father. 
—Only Eumems — 'fcap'd th' aifaffin's fury. 
Some interpofing God vouchfaf 'd to veil him : 
And he, who fcreen'd him then, may once reftorp 

him« 
p^NarbaSy thy wife, thy faithful father, bore him 
Far from my fieht — ^to fome dark fafe retreat : 
• Some defart, Darren of diftrefs, and man I* 
Enter Euricles. 

Ifm, Madam ! Lord Euricles — - 

Mer, Welcome — ^what hope ? 

Euri, Vain was our fcarch—— From PeHeus* bank it 
fpread, 

A 4 O^t 
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•'^ 
Cer Taft Oljmfm : far and wide, tfanmgh Greece,. 
Enauiry, w'ring, loft its fiitidds maycr. 
Deicripdon cooki not wake tbe leaft idea. 
None knew, none ever beaid of Narbai name ! 

Mer. Alas ! he bfeatfaes no more — my fon is dead^ 

J/m. So, fear makes real creiy fancied woe. 
— Vou've heard, that on report of this new peace. 
My Either guides him, iecict, to your hopes. 

Eitrj, Juit was his caotionj fiarbas^ wiieiy loyal,. 
Veils bis ictum,. and caudoiiily conveys him.' 

Narbat knows all his dangers ^I, meanwhile. 

Watch, with a gaardfbl eye, thcfe mord'rers motions : 
And, with detetmin'd hand, prepare to fave him. 

Mer^ On faith, fo tried as tnine, even woe leans 
eaiV. 

Enn* Dooot but my power's ditie^ : my will fifl<&. 
none. 
—But I have news more threat'ning. 
'TW aflfembled fenate vote, in warm debate,. 
A confort in your crown. — 

Mer. Prefumptuous care ! 
You ihould have call'd it iiifult.. 

Euri, Words were vain. 
Truth, unfuftain'd by power, but fights to falL 
The partial people roar for FoUpbontes: 
And right, and law,, and pitv fink before him. 

Mer. Can fortune then reduce the great to pity ! 
Can kings, in their own realms, contrad to flaves ? 

Knr'u Something muft be refolv'd, to- check their 
fpeed. 

Mer, Vcb 1 will face thefe lords of kings and 

Jaw : 
(!<)mcts of empire i thefe portentous ftars, 
'I hat fparkle by the fire they (leal from majefty! 
J will go d^rt truth's lightning in their eyes, 
And thunder in their ears the rights of throucs. 
1 will revive loft fcnfe of truft and duty : 
I will ail'crt their fovereign's near return. [Gohtg. 

Euri. O, Heav'n I be wary That way ruin. lies. 

I'heir tyrant leader ftarts, already fir'd, 

By thut alarm : and dreams of what he dreads» 



M E R O P E. 9 

Mer. What can he more — fo much already done ? 

EurL Jealous of danger, men make hade in gail^: 
Work to be fafe, and hold no. means too wicked^ 
Mycene, but by faftion, freed from fadUon, 
Claim'd like a conqueft, he computes his own. 
No tye fo facred binds endanger 'd valour. 
Where hot ambition fpurs it-^ — -Every rampart 
Gives way before him. Law, corrupted, guards him» 
Wealth dreffes, poverty attends, pride leads. 
And priefthood preffes Gods who nate — -to ferve him* 

Mer, I fee th' abyfs before me Let it be. 

If I plunge in, and crufh this Poliphontes, 
'Tis but to fall for vengeance.. 

Euri. Sofi ! fie comes. 

[Exetint Euriclcs avd Ifmene* 

Mer. VsftdLT for a moment, heart! th^ veil thou hat'ft. 
Enter Poljphontes. 

PoL Ever in tears, my queen ! — lend a long truce 
To fighs ; and caft afide your needlefs fbrrow. 
Shake, from thofe inj^ur'd eyes, each cloud that dim* ' 

'em : 
And to diie voics of love vouchfafe your ear. 
' Y ou frown 

Mer^ ^do indeed : and gaze with horror! 

Pol. Gaze on. — I am no ftranger to myfelf ; 

Nor to a woman's paffion. 1 grew gray 

Beneath a weight' of winters f^^ent in arms. 

1 know, time's furrows are no paths to love.. 

I know it all — But wifdom knows it not. 

— ^Weigh not' my offer in difdaia's light balance.. 

You are the daughter, mother, >vife of kings ; 

But the ftate wants a mefter.- ^What avails 

Vain title,, till fome fword,, like mine, fupports it^ 

Mer^ Bold fubjeft of a king who calFd me wife L 
Dar'ft thou defame the memory of thy lord. 
With fuch audacious hope ?— Afpire to me ! 
Me, to'fupplant my child I my heart's whole care p 
"Stain his dilhonour'd throne with guilt and thee ! 
Me, canft thou dream Co bafe, to wed thy lownefs. 
And crown with empire's wreath a foldier's brow ? 

FqL Soldier ? immortal Gods !— who more defcrv e» 
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To govern ftates, than he who bed can fave ? 
He who was firft call'd king, ere that, was foldier. 
Great, becaufe brave ; and fccpter'd by his fword* 
I am above defcent, and prize no blood. 
Scarce is my own left mine ; 'tis loft for glory ; 
§pilt in my country's caufe ; in yours, fair fcomer I 
Take fafety — 'tis my gift. Fill half my throne. 
My party calls all mine : love (hares it yours. 

Mer, Party ? thou fell provoker of reproach ! 
Party (hould tremble where a monarch rules. 

Pol, There will be parties, and there muft be kings ; 
And he, who beft c^n curb, was form'd to reign. 

I, who reveM;*d jour lord, by right fiicceed him 

Affr. Succeed him, traitor ? — Has he not a fon ? 
Gods were his great forefathers — thence his claim. 

FoL Far other value bears Mycene's crown. 
Right to rule men is now no longer held 
By duH defcent, like land's low hermitage y 
'Tis the pluck'd fruit of toil — 'tis the paid price 
Of blooa loft nobly ; and 'tis thence my due. 

Me-r. What haft thou done, thou wretch ; to dare fuc 
hope? 

PoL Bethink you of that day, when thefe proud wal 
^lufti'd with the blood you boaft, from traitors' fwordi 
Review your helplefs hufband — fee yoor fons. 
Expiring round you. — ^Wipe thofe gufhing eyes— 
And view me what I was : not then too low 
To (hare your ruffled paflions — Yes, 'twas I, 
From your freed palace chas'd th' o'erwhelming foe ; 
Sav'd your Herculean fceptre, and its ^ueen. 
— Jf I repdl'd — the woes you could but weep. 
See there my right, my rank, my claim to love, 

Mer» tfcar, hear him. Heaven ! and give me back n: 
fon. 

Pof, Yes, let him come, this fon! — He (hall be taugl 
XiCfTons of glory, taught my arts to reign. 
— Joy to the blood ot Herc/iles! — ^I, too. 
Revere : let others dread it. My ambition 
Climbs beyond progeny — To fpring from Gods 
Is Icfs than mine — ^who like a God command. 

Mer. If thou wouldft emulate a God, be juft > 

Ma 
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II 



Man can be brave too boldly.— — Hercttiet 

Sav*d many a icing — ^but did he (leal their diadems ? 

— ^Wculdft thou refemble Hercules — prote^ 

Unfriended innocence. AiTert thy prince. 

Reftore th' unhappy wanderer to my arms ; 

Ceafe to afflift, and eivc him to my fondneis. 

— Thus could thy- influence move, fo try *d, fo courted^ 

"Who knows — for gratitude has power like 16vc— 

"Who knows — ^how far I might torget my glory— 

j\nd — ^if peace dwells with thee — exped it not— 

I will not bid you hope — that I can (loop 

So low. y Bead, I am fure, I cannot* 

[Exit. 
Enter Erox. 

Erox, Entering, I heard her too rirefiimptuoiis fcorn. 
And wonder'd at your patience ! ■ Waits a king 
For a weak women's wi(hy to fix his throne ? 
Greatly and bravely have you clear 'd your way 
To the hill's foot; yet when it courts your climbing^ 
Fall back to figh,. and feek her hand to lead you ! 

PoL Near as thou think 'H I (land, my warrior eye 
Marks, 'twixt the throne and me, a precipice. 
Where faith or I fall headlong. — Does not Metope 
Know her Eumenes near? — Should he return, 
Th' inconftanr people would with" (houts receive him> 
And fmooth his way to empire, o'er my bofom. 
— Thou know'ft from proofs moft timely intercepted. 
This new boy king returns, and hopes Mycene, 

Erox. Truft your high fortune, and difdain to doubt. 
Porefight and fiiercenefs arc the brave man's Gods^ 
And his own hand fupports him*. 

Poh My late order? 

Erox. 'Twas with a filent finnnefs well obcy'd. 
—From ENs to Mycene^ every road 
Is watch'd by fleeplefs warders. — If they come, 
Narbas and he, their Gods moft march before 'em : 
Or not Alcides' blood could 'fcape tiie fhcdding. 
Your foldiers' zeal is warm* 

FoL But is it blind? 

Erox. It is. — ^None know his name, whofe life hie 
waits. 
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All they have jtt been told is, a fad tale 
Of an old wily traitor, leading with him. 
On murd'rous puq>oie, an arfaffin youth, 
Urg'd by exafted oaths to fctek your death; 

PoL But what this rumour, of Mifanthm kill'd* 
Before Alcidis temple ? — ^Is that true ? 

Erox. Too fure he fell. — ^I chofe his trufty arm, 
Join'd widi his nuirtial brother's, h^s mod fit 
' Ta guard that likelieft ftation ; where, (hould Nat-bas; 
Dare, with his exile, toiteh Mycene^ border, 
Firft they would reft to beg tHat Godhead's care. 
From whom their race prcfumes its proud defcent. 

PoU 'Twas forecaft worthy of a zeal like thinCi- 
Nor could thy care have chofe an abler hand. 
Or one more try*d in blood than that Mifanthus, 
— -'Twas he, thou know 'ft, that, faithful to my cauff^ 
On that black night attending near Crefphcfttes y. 
Taught the king's fword, amid thedulk of flaugHter, 
To pierce its matter's breaft. — An aft fo daring, 
Defcrv'd the fword, the* three rich gems adom'd it. 
He had it, and he wore it for his pains. 

Erox, Yet at Alcidts' temple drew it rafhly. 
And loft it, with his llfe^ 

PoL How fcap'd it with his brother ? 

Erox. Scar'd out of mem'ry's ufe, all he could tell me- 
Was, that the God infpir'd fome dreadful form ! 
Spme more than mortal luonfter^—and he fled. 

PoK Vile fafety ! — ^left his brother unreveng'd. 
And fhunn d a foldier's death. — ^We muft be watchfuL. 
Some ihfelt bodings bid me call tliis ftranger 
Ermenes, or his friend.. 

Erox, That fear was mine,. 
Till, on refleftion that he came alone. 
It look *d unlikely. — Chance it as it may, 
Whene'er he this way comes, he comes to die. 

PoL True. — Yet I could have wifh'd to fpare this- 
crimen 
But one firft cholen, the reft grew neceffary : 
Sa falls the fon, — ^The mother muft not follow. 
Hex 1 have need of. Marriage mends my reign. 

Her 
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icT rightful title confecrates ambition^ 
-^^Lnd ulurpation whitens into law. 

-The people love her ; I, polTefling her, 

It-Iold her friend too in dowry. — Erox/ — thou, 
'^^ofe fate grows clofe to mine, aflift my fchcmc. 
^^kiird how to fpread craft's net, > allure the people^ 
** i'rain^eift by every art ;. poize every temper, 
-^.varicc will fell his fouf; buy that,, and mould it:. 
"^V^eakneft wilt be dehided ;. there, jjrow eloquent,. 
3Is there a tottering faith ? grapple it faft 
JBy flattery, and profufely deal my favours. 
"'IFhreaten- the guilty ; entertain the gay ; 
-t^'righten the nch ; find wifhe&.for the wanton^. 
-And reverence for the godly — Let none *{cape thee; 
X3ive into hearts ; found every nature's bias — 

-And bribe men by their paflions ^but, thele arts 

-Already thine, why walle I time to teach thee I 
Vaif/ly the f^word Juccffiful JcaUs a throne^ 
Since, fortune changing., firenvth^t lofi hope is fioifjm 
But art calVd in, attrads relufi/int *wiii. 
And ivhaL iv^re hji by fouuer /V gaiud bjJkilL 

[Exeunt,. 
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SCENE, The Palace.. 

Enter Merope, Euricles, Ifmcnc. 

Men T S the world dumb on my Eumenes* fate ?' 

I/m, A Calamity too foon had found a tongue. 

Mer. Has nothing from' the borders yei beeniieard ? 

Euri, Nothing that claims your notice. 

Mer. Who is he,. 
This prifoner; lam told, but now brought guarded ? 

Esiri. A raifti young ftranger, caught with guilty hand^. 
Red from the recent marks of fome new murder. 

Mer. A murder! an unknown,! ^Whom has he 

kiU'd ? 
•How ? atid where was it ?— I am fill'd with horror. 
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Jfm^ Oh ! fenfe too lively of maternal love ! 
^1 things alarm your tendemefs. You hear 
Chance fpeak,^ and take her voice for that of nature. 

Meu What is his naxAe ? whence came he ?— Why un* 
known ? 

Euru He feems, and is,- if truth may truft appearance, 
A youth of that foft damp which fortune leaves 
To nature's gentleft care ; fome nymph's Adonis^ 
Whofe eye might fooner be fuppos'd to kill 
Th' unpitied maid, than hi$ gay fword the man, 

Af^r. Whom (tell me) hashe kill'dj— anfwcr Ftt: 

fee him. 

Euru What ftrangc emotion this ! — 

Mifr. No matter — ^bring him. 
If I difcover guilt, 'tis mme to punilh ;.: 
If wrong*d, \ owe him mercy. 

Euri, — Should he have merit;. 
'Tis plac'd fo low by fortune—— 

Mer. Fortune's faults. 
Where merit fuffers, call on kings tb mend 'em; 

Euri. What can a wretch Ske this deferve fromp 
powV ? 

Mer, O, Euricles ! look inward ; afk thy heart, - 
Be, for a moment, but this wretch thyfelf— 
And then acquit the power thkt fcom'd to note thee. 

• Befides, who knows ? he may ^be ftill, prompt" 

* fear— 

♦ Perhaps my troubled mind ftarts hints too lightly. 

•* Hearts that have every thing to fear, flight nothing. 

* — ^Lct him be brought. \ will myfdf examine 

' him.' 
Euri, Your will muft be obey'd. 
Mer. Go, my IJmene! 
Bid thofe who guard thepris'ner bring him hither, 

\Exit Ifmenc- 
' [Euricles offering to go, 
Mer, Stay, Earkles. 
Stay, and partake more terror— could you think it ? 
Prefs'd by new forrows, I forget my paft. 
And have not yet informed you — Poliphontes 
Has dai'd deaoand my hand : dar'd talk of marriage ! 

Euru 
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-E«r/, Oh! queen.! 

^know his otter inlult ; know, it ftairs^ 

^our name. Yet, blufhing add, your forc'd confent, 

j^;X'own infamoully neceffary — ^ftands 

*^c fole, fafe bar,, 'twixt all ' your race and ruin. 

• jWifr*. 'Tis horror but to think, fo vile a dream ! 

• Eurii So thinks the army. — So the fenate thinks. 
So think th' exaftingGods" anAfd — 

• A&7V The Gods! — 

"^Vhy were they nara'd ?— codd they forgive fuch fall : 
3«l?om their^wn. offspring to a fon of clay V 

£uri,. The king^^ yoiir fon 

,^^ Aftr.. Ah! name him not.-— How, Eurkles f 
^^^w would he thank my choice of fuch a father ? 
r^^.^^^^^* Princes grow wife hy forrows. He will fee 
^lat hated choice the root of all his fifety. 

Mer, What, what have; you been telling me? 
^^^^ Euri\ Hard truth,^ 
^^ue from firm loyalty to weak diftreft.- 

Mer, CaivtEurtcIes th^ plead for PoUphontes P 
.^^ Euru I know him guilty — ^but I know him rafh : 
*^iiow him refiftlefs^^; know him childlefs too ; 
•^Vnd- kno w you' love Eumenes. . 

Mer, Loving him, 
^low can I choofe but Rate the hand that wrongs him I' 
-^iinces (hould be above thefe felf-fecurings, 
"^Vnd bom to live fbr truth — or die for glory. 

[Sits and ijueepsy regardlefs of Eumenes*/ eutrattce, 
* Enter Ifmenc^ Guardt^ 'with Eumenes in chains, 

Eton. — \to Ifmene.] Is that the queen fo fam'd for 
miferies ? 

IJm, It is^. 

Eum, How (weedy awful ! ^how adom'd by for- 



rows 



IJm. Why doft thou paufe ! — the queen, admits thee 

nearer. 
Eum. No wonder fo much fweetnefs, fo difticfs'd, 
^ov'd, even fo greatly diftant — as to me. 
And drew me from my defart ! — Give me leave 
^0 ftand awhile— ^and gaze unmark'd, and note her. 

O, yc 
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r-O, ye prote^ng Gods, whate'cr becomes- 

Of an abandon'd, namelefs thing like me, 
Blefs this fupreme unfortunate ! 

J/m^ Madam ! — the prifoner waits. 

Mer. [turning to objet've him.] A murderer diis !- 
Come forward, ftranger. 
—A mien like this, a murderer's !^ — can it be. 
That rooks fb formed for truth,, {o mark'd for ; 

cence. 
Caver a cruel heart ? — Come nearer, youth ! 
Thou art unhappy ; bid that fate proted thee. 
And fpeak as to an ear that loves the wretched. 
Anfwer me now. — ^Whofe was the blood thou fhed' 

Eum. O queen 1^ Yet — for a moment — fpan 

tongue. 

Mer. Murder and modefty I*— wKence all this fhar 

Eu/». Refpeft — confufion — — fomcthing here— 
nam'd. 
And never felt till now— iave bound my tongue. 
But — oh I do juftice to your power to (hake me ; 
And let no hefitation pafs for guilt. 

Mer, Go on — Who was he whom, I'm told, thou 
kifl'd? 

Eum. One who, with wrongs and infult, urg'd* 
rafhncfs. 
Young blood takes fire too aptly. 

Mer. Young I was he young ? , 

Ice at my conlcious heart, were warm — compar'd' 
With what he chills my foul with ! — did'ft thou k 
him?. 

Eum, I did not. All Mycene*% earth and air. 
Her cities and her fons, are new to me. 

Mer. What,, was he arm'd, this .young affaulter ? ( 
he 
With malice ? or for robbery ? Be of comfort. 
If he attacked thee, thy defence was neceflary : 
And fad neceflity makes all things juft. 

Eum. Heaven is my witnefs, I provok'd him not. 
*Tis not in valour's wilh, to offer infult : 
And furel it is no crime to check it, offer 'd. 
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Men On, thenr-^ — relate. th«.chaii9Q,tbaMed thee 

hither. „' ^ 

Eum. Entering your borders, Tfieheld a temple,* 
Sacred tor Hercules ; die God my foul, ' 
Low as jny lt)t was caft, afpires to honour. 
—What fhould I do,. bare vot'ry as I was! 
I had no offerings, brought no viftims with m^. 
Poor, and opprefs'd by fortune, what I could 
I gave — I knelt; and pour*d a heartbefore him. 
Warm as a hundred hecatombs ! puse, humble. 
Pious and firm — Th' unhappy can no more. 
I alk'd not for myfelf, hi& undue blefling. 
I pray'd proteftion to his own high race : 
For I had heard, great queen 4. your wrongs required it^^ 
The-prcfent God, methought; receiv'd my prayer jjv 
His altar tremblisd, and his temple rung !^ 
Keen, undulating dories beam'd about me : 
1 know not how I-bore it — ^but my heart. 
Full of the force infus'd, at once grew vafter. 
My fwelling courag^, farabove myfelf, 
Suibun'd me — and I gtew'd* with all the God* 
Mer^ frififtg in emotion J] Go on, methinks tfie God- 
diou nam'fl fpeaks in thee ! 
And every hearer glows as warm'd as thou ! 

Etm. I bow'd, and left the temple — Followbg came- 
Two men of haughty ftride, with angry lower. 
Roughly accofling, they reproach'd my prayer. 
How did I dare, they aflc'd, folicit Heaven 
To aid fedition's purpofes ? No God 
Shmiki fave a wretch like me, profcrib'd by powcr^. 
—I heard, aftonifti'd, and prepar'd to fpeak. 
When, with impatient fiercenefs, each raift'd arm,. 
With rage conjbm'd, came on. 

Mer. [Interrupting.'] Both !^-^Came they 
To wound thee ?— r- 

Eum, Both, with madman's frenzy,. 
Struck at my breaft, ignobly. 

Mer. Thou haft eas d me! 
Go on. — Thefe men had fouls that match'd their fiite.. 

EuBth. 
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E mxi , \jT3TdkA, sod mo^ecTTy A> nupnz'd,. 
Tbe God I Lad addidsM icpeid my vaytj, 
— ^Waxdiagtbe weakdl fin^c, widi fwordkfi hand^ 
SK-iitly I dos'd, and feiz'd die wrcfied ficd 
Fron him wfaofe iirongcr arm more neaily pids'd mc* 
Seiz'd it ^ritii lightniiigs iwiftDeH; for ouui efl i on 
Rc-azcs didrcfs to rcngcancc. — On himidf 
1 tam'd lib pointed weapon, far'd my bxcaft. 
And pluagM it in his own. — ^Hc fidL — ^Thc other 
Started and cnrs*d, bat, like a coward, fled«. 
Falfe to his dying £dIow. — ^Mighty queen,. 
This is the fad fliort truth. NUy die kind power 
I bow*d to, tooch your ear, and move your pity ! 

Mer, She were a tygicfs that coold hear mis tale, . 

And paufe upon thv pardon. Still go on. - 

How wcr't thou feiz'd ? Hide nothing, and hope all. 

Eum. Shock'd by unccrddn dread ror what was done»* 
I gaz*d aftonifh'd round ; and mark*d beneadi. 
Where, at a furlong's diftance, die fait wave 
Broke on the fhore* Sudden I fnatch'd the corps, . 
And, haftening to the beach, gave it to the fea. 
That done, I figh'd, and fled.: your guards, great mieex^. 
For what efcapes fuch eyes, as Heaven's and rours 1 
Unfeen by me, mark'd all ; followed, and took me.- 

Mer, \to Euricles.] Did he refift, .when feiz'd ? 

Eum..\ could not,.madani:; 
The name of Merope difarmd my wilL- 
They told me they were yours : I bow'd, and yielded. - 
Ciave 'cm my new-gain*d fword, and took their chjuns. 

Euri, This youth,,, by him he kill 'd was judg'd ano- 
ther.. 

Mer, Oh! I have noted all: and Heaven was juft.> 
—Retire to farther diftance, . gende youth,— 
I'll tell thee, £»r/(?^// 
Methought, at every word this wanderer fpoke. 

Pity or fomethmg tenderer than pity, 

Glung to my tender heartftrines ! nay, 'twas (Iranger! 
For, I will tell Aee all — Crefphontes features,^ 
* Heavens, what ideas hopes and fears can raife I* 
My dear dead manly lord's refcmblcd features ; 

I faw,- 
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I fkw, and trac'd (I blufh to think what folly !) 
Trac'd-rin this cottage hero's honed face. 

I/m. Compaflion is a kind and g^encrous painter. 
— Yet truth herfelf muft grow as blind as fortune. 
Ere (he could look on that unhapp)r youdi,. 
And find him lefs than worth her kindeft pity. 

Euri, Ifmene fpeaks my thoughts. He*s innocent. 
The Gods have fhunp'd their mark of candour on him, . 
And no impoftor's art inhabits- there. 

Mer. [/^Eumenes.] Again approach me.-— In whatr 
part ofGr^^fef- 
Did it plcafc Heaven to give thee birth, good youth ? 

Eum. SAdsDaunng,^ In £//>, generous queen. 

Mer. In EUs^ ^Tell me. 

Ihop'd it had been nearer.— Haft thou Vitx^ 
Iti thy low converfe, heard the fwains, thy neighbours, 
Mendon. the name of Narbas ? — or Eumeua f 
—The laft diou muft have heard of. 

Enm, Never> madam. 

Mer. Never ?— That's ftrangc ! what then was thy 
condition ? 
What thy employment ? and thy father's naroci 

Eum. My father was a (hepherd : lean^'d and wife ; 
Prince of the fylvan (hades, and paft'ral vale. 
He led th' at traded hearts of liftening fwains. 
And pleas 'd 'em into fubje^ — ^in himfelr. 
Too humble for diftindion — ^had not virtiie 
Compeird him into notice. — 
He liv'd unenvy'd : for, excelling all. 
He vcil'dfuperior eminence by niodefty : 
No claim'd exemption eas'd his life from care : 
Peacefully poor, and reverently belov'd ! 
His fleecy harvefts fed himr-and his name 
Was Poli'Jetfs, mzdRin,. 

Mer. What thy own ? 

Eum, Low, like my paft'ralcarc— to cottage cats . 
Adapted — and unform'd for your regard. 
—Yet Elh oft may deign to fpeak of-^Dorilas, 

Men Oh! I have loft my hopes, Heaven mocks re* 
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And every ftarting fpark is quench'd in daiknefe 
So, then, your parents held no rank in Greece f 

Euntn Did rank draw claim from goodnefs, they -have* 
rights 
Would leave all place behind 'em, * inborn virtu^ 

• Can borrow no enlargement, but lends all 

• ^rhat keeps contempt from. titles^ 
Afrr. Ever)' word 

lie utters has a chafm !-^ 'But, w^y at home 

So blefs'd, and to fuch parents doubly dear, 
Didft thou, forgetful ot the care thoaow'dh 'cmr* 
Q^it their kind cot, and leave 'em to their tears \ 

Enmi A vain delirc of glory, .firft feduc'd mc. 
OfVhad r heard my father mourn Myceue-t 
Vr'eep for her civil wars and fuffering queen. 
Oft had he charm 'd my young afpiring foul. 

With wcsder at your iirmaefsJ -So inflam'd^ 

I leaTitt by flow degrees,- to think ray youth 

Difgrac'd by home-felt virtues : weiglv'd the call • - 

Of elory againft duty, and grew boM 

To nope my humble arm might add fome aid 

To prop your warring- flandards.— See! great queeili. 

The only motive of my* erring raflinefs. 

For Heaven has taught me,, tho* it loves y our caufc^ 

I merit my diftrefs ; who left my father,. 

Wanting, perhaps, in age's feeble call8>^ 

Some help I might have lent him. — 'Twas a fiult 

But 'twas my firil : and I may live to mend it. VA/ide.- 

Mer. Methinks, I hear Eumenes So, my foul 

Informs me, had he known defcent thus lowly. 
So my Eumenes would have thought and fpoke. 
— Such is Kis aee, where 'er^conceal'd he mourns : 
Perhaps, too, luch his fortune— driven, like this. 
From realm to realm, a wanderer; thus unknown ! 
Friendlefs, and hopelefs, and expos'd to poverty ! 

1 will have pity on. this youth's diftrefs. 

And cultivate his fortune. ^What bold nofe ? 

\Shouts heard ivithimt. 
Whence caa fuch rudqncft flow ! — ^What \%\yjftn€ne ? 
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tJJm. [at a fwtttdow.] All ills are PolifioHUs. The vile 
,rabble 
:Shoutthcir fure vote for treafon* Tolifhontes 
Is king proclaimed — and hope is now no more. 

Eum. Oh ! for the fword once more^ four guards took 
from me ! 
Now, now, I feel thdfe chainsi now firft they bind mc# 
MfT. Give him his fword. Let him be free as air, 

Honeft propofer ! but thy help's too weak* 

To prop a throne in danger. 

iwn. O queen ! forgive prefumption in the 

poor. 
When they dare pity greatnefs. 

All have their miferies rbut when crowns grow 

wretched, 
'Tis arrogance in mean ones to complain. p ^ . 

Euri, Too fatally I prophefy'd — r-confefs 
This hard neceffity, which now you find ; 
.And feem, 'at leaft, to fotfth the "tyrant's hope. 

Mer. I mifconceiv'd the Gods. 1 durft not dream 
They could have bid guilt thrive, and giVen up virtue* 

Euri. They will not, madam. 

Mer. So my fad heart ftill 
Struggles to h(^ ; and, if they mark my,woe. 
They will forgive my rafhnefs. 

Euri. Come what muft ! 
I will affemble round you the {^w faithful. 
And, failing to protcjd, partake your fall. 

Mer. O, people! people! They who trull your 
faith, 
.iBid the wild winds blow conftant. 

Ifm. The people's voice is call'd the voice of Gods. 
~ Mtr. What villain bafenefs wants fome bold pre- 
tence 
That drags in Heaven to grace it ? Thefts, plots, per- 
juries. 
Avarice^ revenge, the Moody zeal df pridq. 

And 
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And unforgiving bittcrnefs of heart ; 
All — have their Gods to friend ! their prieftsto fandify. 
Enter Euricles, ivith a fword. 

Euru Sorrow on forrows bear down hope's laft prop* 
Now be a queen indeed !^-*-arm your great heart* 
With preparation to its utmoft ftretch-i 
— For if it ftands this (hock, its power's immortal* 

Mer. No— I am finking from all fenfe of pain. 
And (hall grow fafe by waht of ftrength to fuffer. 
Speak — there is now out one fad truSi to dread. 
Ami my foul waits it heard — then refts for ever. 

Eun» It has pleas'd Heaven — tliis fword V this fatal 
fword ! 

Mer. I undci-fland thee ; thou wouldft fay he's dead* 

EurL Oh ! *tis toO furely fo :^ th' attrocious crime 
.At laft fucceededc— and all care is 4'ain. 

Mer, Gods I Gods ! — 'tis done — Now all your boto 
have ftruck me. 

Ifm» Guard her diftraded brain ! 

Euri. Save her, kind Heaven! 

Mer. What have I done ? where ha\T I been ? 

Euri, Alas ! where grief too oft 
Has left th' unhappy recolleft. 

Mer, Oh ! Euriclesy I recollcft'too much. 
Truft my fiiftaining heart, it breaks not yet. 
Comfort's brief clouds, methpught, came (hadowing 

o'er me. 
But I am found again : a wretch fo friendlefs. 
That madnefs will not lend relief, but fhuns me. 

Euri, Perifli that young, that impious hypocrite ! 
That ill-admir'd attrader of your pity, 
W'hom your protedion fpar'd-— for fancied virtue I 

Mer, Who?— What?— 

Jfm, Not DorilasF 

Euri, Him, him — That Dorilas, 

Mer, Monfter ! beyond all credit of deceit ! 

Ifm, He ! 'tis impollible. 

Euri, He was the murderer. 
I bring too clear a proof. Paillng but now, 
1 found him \\aiting ; freed him from his chains ; 

And 
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And, to re-arm him for the caufc he chofe, 
Call'd for his.fword — ^Which, as he ftrctch'd his hand 
To take, I mark'd, and tBcmblcd at the view, 
Thefe cmce-knowh gems — too well rcmcmbcr'd here f 
Mer, [taking the /word.] O, all ye ^fleeping Gods !— • 
'twas my Cr^fhontes*^ 
'Twas the king's Avoid. Narhu^ beyond all doubtingi 
Sav'd it that dreadful nieht for my Eumenes. 
Oh ! what a falfc vile tde this flatterer form'd. 
To cheat us into pardon ! 
Take the dumb dreadful witnefs from my iis;ht. 

[G/W/fg' Euricles /i^/w^^n/. 

Yet, ftay ^return it to me. 

\Refawte$ tht fimrd^^'^aitd kneels. 
I thank ye — Gods! 

Thank your infpiring'juflice, and accept it. 
Uve but to thank you — for this dire, d!ue facrificc ; 
Which from the childlefs mother's widow'd hand. 
Your Heaven-dire^d vengeance well demands. 

[Sherty?s. 
Yes, I will flieathe it on my hufbarid's tomb. 
Deep in the bleedin? murderer's panting'iieart ; 
' Then, fcoming Pdiphonfes, pierce vtiy own ;' 
So die, reveng'd and fafe— ^abfolving Heaven. 

'•—Go, Euricles, 

Euri. Not fo. — Yet be^ his fight; 
That from his own dire mouth we may compel 
;Difcovery of his guilt's commiiTion'd caufe, 
.And to the bottom fearch this fatal tale. [Exiu 

J/m, £M9jf /—the tyrant's minifter of death. 

Enter Erox. 
• Erox» ^AJide,"] Now, aid me, wily -powers of win- 

mng art !' 
Mer. How now ! what bold intrufion plac'd thee 

here ? 
Erox. Queen of the kingdom's. lord! his heart's high 
emprefs ! 
'buffer a voice unequal to the talk. 
To wrong th' entrufted fenfe of his told grief. 
Who fenos me to condole you— Pe/f/z^v*/*-/. 

Had 
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Had yad hat finoodi'd that brow's majeftic beni, 
I meant to have faid the king — this moment heard 
The fate, moft pitied, of the prince, your fon. 
Heard, and takes eqpal part, in all yoar wrongs. 

Mn^ Mooe than his part he ta^es in what is rnihe^ 
Elfe had he never dar'd afpire to feize 
I& mafter's throne, nor name my moider'd fon. 
£mr. Wilhing, he waits bat leave. Refpefl is de- 
licate. 
And wonld not, unadmitted, now approach. 
Fain would he talk of comfort to your forrows. 
Who, weeping, wants the power to curb his own. 
Mer. What would your artful fender come to fay ? 
Erox, To beg^that'to his hand you would. commit 
This hateful murderer's puniftiment. — He glows 
For vengeance in your caufe: Should think his claim 
Unworthy a crown's truft, lefs worthy yours. 
Could he forget that juftice props a throne. 

MfT, No. Tell him, no. My hand revenges here. 
Too (hort of reach. Heaven knows ! but, what it can, 
"It (hall ; and neither a&$, nor bears, his aid. 

Erox. The king too tenderiy regards yourvwill. 
To crofs it, e'en in anger — ^lcfs,Tin reafon. 
——I humbly take my leave, 

Mer, ' I grant it, gladly.' I-Ex/V Erox. 

Hunted on €*vety Jide^ luhy awaits diftrefs, 
Till Jiill nrw growths of anguijh more opprefs f 
HotAJ poor a thing is lifty draggd on to age, 
To fiand the pitied mark of fortune* s rage ! 
Death /huts out mis'ty, ana can heft reftrain 
The bite of in/ult, and the goad of pain. [Exeunt. 



ACT III. 

SCENE, The Tomb of Crdfphontes. 
Narbas alone, 

HAIL, venerable fcene ! hail, facred fhade ! 
Hail, fad- fought manes of my long-lov*d lord4 
My eye's lad objeft on Mjcetiian earth, 

V Wa* 
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*Was thy dear life and empire loft in blood ; 
Now late returning, their firft mourning feafth. 
Finds in this cold (till tomb, the whole (hnink reach 
Of thy contraded reign ! yet here* e'en here. 
Were thy Eumenes rendered back, e'en here, 
Narbas had held fome hope to fooch thy ghoft. 
'How ihall I meet his motner's mournful eye. 
Who bring new weight to woes e'cjscharg'd before, 
Troni every madd'ning ftreet I hear -loud fhouts, 
Tliofe execrable bawds "to flatter'd power 1 ' 

Proclaim the traitor Foliphontes^ king. 
He ! who^ from clime to clime, track'd our fad wayl 
Held, like a hunted deer, his prince in chace ; 
Hot in purfuit For murder ! — each known profpe<f^. 
Each point, each outlet of each neighb'ring palace. 
Brings to afflidled mem*ry fome new ftroke 
of forrow, frefli to paia— tho* fifteen winters - 
Have fow'd their wnitenefs on me, fince they fell. 
"Wonld I could find the face of fome old friend ! 
•But', what court friendlhip's life lafts fifteen winters : 
^ — Soft. Whom has Heaven fent here ! — if innocence 
Dwells yet on earth, fuch looks as thefe muft houfe it. 

\StarU^ as Ifmene coma nearern . 
^lefs the refembled mother's -copied foftnefs 1 
*Tis my Ifmene ; 'tis my own dear daughter. 
Time cannot hide her from a parent's eye : 
^ Child as (he was-— and chang'd fince laft I faw her. 
Enter Ifmene, folltywed by a train of virgins in ^ite^ 
ijjbe bring bajkeis^ andjire^w Jltywers on the tomb. 

Ifm, Who is this bold imknown ? fo fagely form'd. 
Yet indifcretely rude — at fuch an hour 
To break, abruptly on the queen's fad puipofe ! 

Nar, Faireft of forms—— 

Ifm, Who are you? 

Nar^ Chide me not. 
Sweet piAure of the powers wlio Thed foft pity ! 
~I am a nameleife, friendlefs, weak old n:\an. 
Once I was a fervtmt to the queen you ferve ; 
O, grant the gracious privilege to fee her. 

I/m. Rcv'rend Had wife ! — the firft, I fee you arc ! 

^ The 
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V - ^ r : _. :^ ■ z .^ :£^ ^^— ^F "^^^^^ 
rr 2 i:f ijrnn-T- :: rirpcfc, b^£=^her; 

-"• J-. '.r r J-r •.-.-.•/ C<^sc near— / V-rt*. 
/ -r, I -niEcml rc^r -rrs I ^hj can it be :— -he knoirs mel 
Yi:r. Azcli 1 din: zih, hcpc widi fjur and wocdcr« 

.M—. TLcu art xr^r child. Kind Kca^xn has fcnt 
thee to me- 

— ?c cau:icu5 — and cbwnr. 

I't:. rc-A/."rj.j Prophetic heart. 
O, :".r 1 cannot Ipeak ! 

A/7r. [rtf/'fflj^ Zi''.] Hide thy furprifc. 
Ere yet feme iLmg'rous note direfts oar meeting. 
— Soft as thy c\-es, I/mev^, be thy voice ; 
And anfwer to my quetlion. — Round this tomb. 
Why thus affembled moves that virgin train ? 

I/m, Alas 1 the affliftcd queen, 
Diftraftrd comes — to ofler on this tomb. 
Her life's laft facrifice — a dreadful victim 1 
—1 he murd'rcr of her fon. 
• Am; Eumeves dead ? 

Jjm, Al.i:;, fir ! could you be a ftrangerto it ? 

Aar. Flaft of my foul's beft hope ! — Vfho dar'd this 
villany ? 

I/m, A youth, who found him in Alcides^ temple. 
One, from whofe air of manly modefly 
T<< n'\ f VI rely cou'd have fcar'd — behold ! he comes. 

^Ihm frttrT'd criminal is he. Oh, fir! 

\\ lirrc w'll vou now be hid ? 

\".T. In death, Ifmnte : 
\i J now luar and Ice — and am not dreaming ! 

y. . Trvnn the queen's c\c, I dare no longer 

.N..-. Si.v-. 
(^r. ^ ns, kinc'^. nv^r GixU, 0;all tear dice from my arm, 
l ili i!;ou h,\il hc;u\l mc fiillw 
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Solemn procejfion to a deadmarch^ Mcrope. Euriclcs, luith 
thefword* Eumenes in chains. Guards, Priefls as f 
Jacrifice. ■ T he queen goes up ^weeping, andkncds Jilent^ 
at theJomb, While the refi range themfelves on eachjide of 
thefce?ie* 

* Nar, \to Ifm.] Some black, foul fiend, fomc fury 

'* nfen from hell, 

* Has darken'd all difcemment ! — Cairdft thou not 

* That fetter'd youth the murd'rer of Eumenes f 

* I/m, I caird him fo, too truly. 

* Nar, He is Eume?ies, 

■* What angry God mifleads the queen to madnefs ? 
*• She dreams Eumenes killed — antl kills Eumenes! 

* Ifm, Now are my heart's late tremblings well ex- 

* plain'd. 

* Quick let me rafh, and warn her erring hand. 

* Nar, Not for a thou fa nd worlds — ^to fave him fo^ 

* Were but to lofc him furer Poliphontes 

* Has ears and eyes too near us. 

* I may anon find means, when all are bufied 

* To hide myfelf, unmafk'd, amidft the crowd.* 

Sad and Jolemn mujic, 'I ken a fong of Jacrifice y hy the 
chief priefi, 
Hear^ from the dark a?id fhnt Jhade ! 

Hear^ ye pale hands of death ! 
Gliding from gra'vesy njohera once your hones ^were laid^ 
Receive a murd'rers breath. 

Chorus of priefts and virgins. 
Receive a murderers breath, 

Mer, [rifing and coming for-wai'dJ] Where is this vicliim 
— odious to all p.owers. 
But one^ — the dreadful Nentefis F 

[i he guards hring up Eumenes. 
Euri, Yet ere he dies, 
*Twere fit fome force of fortune (hould compel him 
To'name his vile accomplices. 
■ Mer. Itfiiall. 

Say, monller ! v/hat provok'd thee to this guilt : 
Anthwhat aflbciates join'd thee ? 

« B z Eum* 
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Es/m, I appeal 
The Gods, whb find it fit my foul (hould buy. 
At tills dear rate, the moment's hope you lent it-; 
Thofe Gods can wknefs for me ; they ! who cudfe 
The peijur'd, and difdaim tine bofe one's fafety. 
My lips deteft impofture : 

— Nor know I by what change in Heaven's high wilL 
I, who of late fo blcfs'd had touch'd your pit}'. 
Fall now beneath your anger I 

Mer, View this fword. 

[Tah'ptg the fword fi-om EttxideSb 
Know you the dreadful objccu 

£i/«. 'Twas the viflain's, 
"My juft hantl punilh'd with it» 

Mer. Seize him. Rend him. 
Swift to the deftind altar drag the traitor* 
I-fe owns it ! glories in his bloody crime : 
And my fhock'd foul achs at him. 

[The guards feize him* 

Erim. OB away- [l^^^'tggli'ftg* 

Spare your officious grafp 1 will l)e heard ; 

One laft loud word in fpite of arras and infult, 

Mer, [after afgnal to the guards ^ nvho quit Eumenes*^ 
Thou then, who deal'it in death> canft find death 
fearful. 

Euin, No, madam, you miftakc. Death fliakes the 
happy : 
But he who is b wretch recei\'cs him gladly. 
— Yet, Valnft imputed guilt, the humblell, wrong'd^ 
Rife bold in innocence. 

—Tell mc, nor let your pride deface your pity, 
^Tiofe fo high rated blood was this I (bed r 

If he was dear to you, curs'd be my memory. 
Or I had rather loft my own than his. 

Mer. Where has this cruel wretch been taught deceit? 
Why was that look, fo like Crefphontes ! 

[ Half fainting* 

Euri, Great queen ! fuftain your purpofe. Think of 
vengeance. 
The laws of nature— and the lives of kings. 
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Eum. Do laws> and kings, then call injuftice ven- 
geance I 
^iame on the great! why long'd my eyes for courts ? 

* Courts,, where the pride.of guilt lays claim to honour. 

* — Haughty of heart, why have they ibuls thus ahjcftf 

* They mreaten, praife, fright, flatter, and infuk me! 

•^ Yet, oh ! 'twas jufL' ^-I left my father ralhly ! 

Felt not the pangs i. weigh'd not the tears I coft him. 
Fate drew me from my foreft's guiltlefs quiet. 

Deaf to the warnings of a father's wifdom : 
And a griev'd mother's bodings, 

Mer. Mo Aer ! faid he ? 
Barbarian ! haft thou yet a mother left thee ? 
I was a mother too- ■ till thy fell hand 
Depriv'd me of a fon ^and dl life's comforts, 

Mum^ A fon! your fon ? 

Mer^ Mine, monfter! murd'rer! mine. 

Bum* * If fuch was my misfortune, fuch my curfe,* 

If Heaven has made it poffible that he. 

Who in a fatal moment err'd — and fell 

By my ill- deft in'd raftmefs, was your fon. 

Earth holds not fuch another wretch as I am I 

And mercy's fainteft glimpfe ftiould ftiun to reach mf .— 

Mer. Mercy ! thou hypocrite. If thou dar'ft pray, 

Raife thy dumb hands, and afk, in vain, frOm heaven. 
The mercy thou deny'dft my dying fon. 

Bum, Yet hear 

Mer. Stop his detefted mouth ; 
Force the doom'd vidim to the altar's foot. 
Veil him from light, no more to be beheld : 
Hide his quench'd eyes for ever. 

[T'wopriefts approaching ivith a miA^ he/natckis 
it and thnrws it from him* 

Bum. Off! ye vain forms ! 
Cover the eyes of cowards : mine difdain ye. 
Mifie can, with fteadfaft and advancing fcom. 
Look in death's face fullfighted. — ^When it comes, 

'Tis to be met, not hid. 

Welcome eternal day ; bad world, farewell 

[Advances het^ween thf prlefts to the tomh^^folIo<wei 
l>j the Queen, Euricles, Ifmene, ^c. 

B3 M<T» 
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Mer, [At the tomh — ivith the fivord drawn, OfiifEaia^ 
nes kneeling reaayS\ 
Shade^ of my murder *d hu(band ! — ^bear my call. 

Chorus ofjingen -voices* 
Ch! hear. 

Mer. Soul of my bleeding fon ! hear thoa ■ ■■ ■ 
Chorus ofjingers voices. 
Ch! hear. 

Mer. Un -expiated fouls ! — if in thofe glooms^ 
Where walk the i'ullen ghofts of earth-wrong'd kings 
Ycu hear atonement's voice, and wait rcdrcis* 
Rife from your dire domains ! 

Chorus ofjingers voices^ 
Oh! rife. 

Mer. — : Thou laft, 

Tremendous power ! pale goddefs ! prefent ftill 
To direful vengeance! nerve this lifted arm. 
And thus afSlling 

Ifmcnc preventing the hirw, Narbas breaks into Jfgh^ 
and cries out loudly. 
Stay, (lay that bloody purpofe, 
Deatfi has already been too bufy here ; 
And Heaven difclaims fuch facrifice. 

Mer, \itt a frighted and trembling atiitudeJ^ Who tif ' 

thou ? 
F*r/*. O, '^is Narbas/ 
Cautious conceal this chance, or ruin finds him. 
J;;!/, {afJe to the ^eett] Your viiTdm is your fpn-^ 
the prince, Rvmenes. 
[Mcrcpe lets fall the f^ordy aftonijhcd and trembling* 
E.um. [rajjijig himftlf to look round, ^ I heard a WcU 
known voice, now heard no longer. 
Open, fad eyes ! once more, from the grave's brink, 
,And find what feem'd — oh ! 'tis — it is — my father ! 
jY/z;-, [ajide to Eumenes,"] Hear, and be mute. Thf 
fate, unwary youth ! "* 

"Depends upon tliy filence. 

Eum, \Vhcnce, O ye powers ! 
•Cau all tlicfe myft'ries rile } 

Mer. 
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Mer, Oh ! — 'tis too much— 
And li£e and I are loft. 

[Faints, and is fupported by Tfmenc. 
Nar. AfTift the queen. 
Ij'm. Stay your unhallow'd rites : the queen's in 

danger. 
£«r/. Quit, rev'rend priefts, your unpropitlous fa- 
crifice. [ t^xamt Prijis. 

Follow me* guards^ I will fecure your vidtim. 

Eum, O, father 

Nar, [to Eum,'] Shun me, and patient wait th' imporr 

tant caufc. 
'Eum, O, bid me, ere I die, but hope your pr rdoa : 
And, if I leave you blefs'd — 'tis all my prayer. 

Nai%r No more. — ^The Gods, who love, rew. rd thy 
virtue ! 

[The Soldiers and EuricU? go offnjoith Eumcnes. 
Ifm:^ Kind Heaven rcftores the -queen. 

Mer, Where ! — whither have }'e brought me ? • 

Jfmene / what means this ? V^hy weep my virgins ? 

—Oh! I have kili'd him: — [laoking fwildly roimd ker,] 

— for I fee him not : 
And I am doom'd to pains in life immortal. 

Nar, Eafe your fad heait's too apprelicaiive (lartings. 
Ewticles has- fccur'd him ; and nothing's known. 

Mer. Still that ^ind vifion haunts me. — Art tho» 

Na^ has ? 
Nar, Let my tears anfwer — in this guft of joy-— 
I give you back my truil, my king, Enmencs, 

Mer, [o/t her knees,"] O, gracious Heaven ! fupport a: 
woman's weakncfs : 
And, what my heart, yet panting, fails to utter, . 
Take, from my foul's touch 'd fcnfe; and make my 

prayer. 
You are too great, for thanks ! too good, for duty ! 

.. . [Ri/es. 

Eurt, [re-entering haftily,'] Death! to th'infatiate ty^ 

rant's thirfl of infult f • . • ' 

*— This royal fcandal, to the name he fleils, ^ 

Has, with feme fatal purpofe, feiz'd the Ling ; 

And holda^hiixi to examine. 
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Mer, Follow me. 
Now ftiall he fee what marks denote the queen :, 
What difference 'twixt the guilty and the wrong'd.. 

AVzr. [going,] Madam ! — It muft not be. 

Euri, Stay : curb this ralhnefs.. 

Mer, Js he not mine ? Is he not vours ? — ^your kingt 

Enri. The moment you confefs tliat dang'rous truth,. 
No God, but hated Hymen faves Eumenes, 

Mer, There thou haft let in light upon my foul ! 
Rather than wed with Polip^ontes ■ 

Nar. Wed him ? 
Wed — Poll phonies I 

Euri. Him. 

Nar. The world's laft groan^ 
Wrapt in furrounding fires, had lefs amaz'd mc ? 

EnrL *Tis with that view the jxiople call him king.. 
Since he revcng'd Crefphoutes blood, they fay. 
He bcft 

"Nar. He ! — Every curfe of death furround him ! 
He! He reveng'd? — The villain's own damn'd train 
Shed — fpilt it. I beheld 'em ; trac'd the fiend 

Thro' all his dark difguifes thro* night's eye 

^aw the pale murd'rer ftalk amidft his furies. 
His was the half-hid torch — the poftern key. 
That open'd to the rebels' rage the palace. 
' — ^In the pierc'd infant breafts of two doom'd innooentt, 
T faw him plunge his ponyard : twice received it. 
Deep in my o^vn, cncuniber'd with my charge : 
Strugglmg, to bear the third fav'd prince to fliclter ; 
And, track'd by my loft blocd, with pain cfcap'd liim. 

Mer, When will my growing horrors reach thc'r cndl 
Oh ! my fix'd hate was mftindt. Something fatal, 
Dwelt on' my dreadful brow, and bade me muu him. 
Blind, headlong, ill-difccming, noife-driv'n people 1 

Euri. \loQhngout^\ Soft-! the tyrant comes. 

Mgr, * Can the Gods leave that poffible V 

Narhas, be hid, tliis moment [£.v// Narbas. 

— ! EuricLs ! 

*Fly thou find to mv mournful fon accefs. 

Comfort his fears — but keep the fccrct from him. 

\Exit Euricles^ 
Enut 
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£)!f/^ Poliphoritcs in nuptial robes ^ Erox and Train, 

Pd, Health to my fovcreign, late I Now — fo the iUtet 

Decree my wife ! my lifter, and my foul I 

Drefs'd is the altar ; and the priefts attend. 
—Nay, do not turn afide, and (hun your triumph. 

Look and admire the wonders of your power! 

The God of love, to-day fmoothes all my wrinkles : 
And I am taught by joy to fmile back youth. 

One care alone precedes impatient love. 

They tell me, your too tender heart recoil'd : 

And loft your puxpos'd vengeance. Let it be. 

Beauty was meant to wound a gentler way. 

Mine be the ftroke of juftice. ^When I view 

This murd'rous ftripling, thro' the grief he brought you,. 
Pity difdains his caufe, and fate demands him. 

Mer, I find myfelf, 'tis true, too weak for vengeance. 
Wou'd I had power more equal to my wrongs ! 

FoL Leave it to me : 'tis a king's right — ^1 claim it. 

Mer* I (hall confider of iu 

Pa!\ Why ? what doubt you ? 
Slackens your anger? that your vengeance hefitates f 
Is your ion's mem'ry now lefs dear than lately ? 

Mer. Perilh the will that wrongs him ! but thi«. 
murd'rer,. 
This youth — they tell me you Aifpeft accomplices— - 
Were it not prudent to fufpend his fate, 
*Xi\\. he declares who join!d him ?. 

PdL What expefl you* 
To clear, beyond your fon's known fall T 

Mer, His father's 

That wiira cup of gall. Oh, confcious guilH' 

Ho\y dumb thy voice,. unlook'd-fbr, fbrlkes the bold! 

FoL [after a pai^e*'] Well e'en of that too, wft. 

ourfelf will alk him. 

Mer. You are too bufy, fir, in a purfuit 
That leaft admits your quick'ning.. 

Pol, Strange perplexity ! 
That what moft fceks your eafe (hould moft offend V 
But, fpring It whence it may, the caufe removed. 

There ends the doubt and pain. Tliii wietch IhaJl 

•die. B5 {Goin^^ 
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M.'r. Barbarian! horrible inhuman ! — Sir, 

A^Tiy have yon fought to ftartle me ? 1 fear'd— 

You meant to fnatch my vidim from — ^my vengeance* 

F:/. But— fnaU he reallv die ? 

Mtr. Die!— Who!— He— die? 

Pel. This murJ'rcr cf your fon» 

Altrr. I go this moment ; 
ArA v,il1, alone, examine him. 

/V/. Stay, madam. 
Tl.i"> ncvv emkirraflmcnt of mingled pains ; 
*lhh tcijdemefs in rage ; thefe hopes, fears^ fttrtjiigs. 
'i his art, to colour lome i!l-hid diftrcfs, 
TLit caRs coiifufion o'er your troubled foul : 
Half fcntenccs broke fliort ; looks fiird with horror. 
Arc nature's thin difguife, to cover danger. 
— wioincthing yru will not tell alarms my caution ; 
And bids ray Aimmon'd fear take place of love. 

' ^lii ent'riiig here, I had a glimpfe, but now. 

Of an Out man, who feem'd to (bun my prefencc. 
V hy is he f:cd ? ^\Vho was he ? 

Aler, Scarce yet call'd 
A ki-v^ — iind fje ! already fill'd with jealoufics ! 

FoL Pe kind, and bciir vour part then. Burdens 

Ficrsliglit th? eas'd fuHainers. — ^Come, your hand. 

Mcr, A momoiit lincc you talked but cf revenge ; 

Now 'tis agair. all love. Away : keep feparatc 

Two pafilon-, nature never yet faw join'd. 

Pi/. Let it bo fo then. Death fhall llrait remove 
Th.'.t cbilav le : und one wiQi remains, 
j'ollow at ieifure you» while I prepare. 

[Exeuni Poliphontcs, Erox, and Train^ 

Men A^ for mc new, and fave, great ALidcsi 
To power like thine, all things are pofiible : 
And grief, opprcfs'd on earth, fmds friends in Heaven, 

T/vAf, ivJ?en the ivoe-fujik heart is tird ii-ith carc^ 
A-^d evp-y hiirnnn prjfpect bids dtfpcir^ 
Ji*.-ak hiii '^,ic rhnf/: ofheai;*nh' cor.Tfort in; 
And a /ii-w riU: of triumphs thence ht'gin, 

[Exit J ivit/j attfftda/tfSt, 

ACT 
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A C T IV. 
SCENE, The CnftU of Poliphontes. 

Eftter Poliphontes and Erox. 

Pol. CJHE has her views, I mine. 1 Ihou'd have 

O fear'd 
Some hint's officious reach had touched her ear ; 
I ihoald have dreamt her eyes had catch 'd fome glance. 
To guide difcovery down the dark abyfs. 
Where my clofe crime lies veil'd in dumb obfcurity ; 
—But that 1 know (he is a woman — Eroxi 
And bom to be capricious. 

, Erox. Pride not diftafte. 

Holds oat her heart againft you. 

PoL Let her keep it* 
My hope is humbler^ Erox. Tis her hand 
I feek ; hearts are girls* gifts to fchool-boy lovers. 
Now let her fplcen Hart wild. When time ferves aptly. 
Means fhall be found to curb it. — Thou art comj 
From founding this fierce captive fon of wonder. 
What have tky thoughts concluded I 

Erox. 'Tis not he. 
No race oi Hercules need dicre alarm you. 
This but fome rural brave, of fimple nurture ; 
Void of ambition's flame : bold, blunt, and honcft : 
Fearlefs of menace, taftelefs of reward. 
And wanting e'en the wiQi to dare for power. 
He cannot be Eumenes^ 

PoL .Who tlien is he ? 

Erox, He fays he is a (hepherd's fon- ^what more. 

He will not be provok'd nor brib'd to tell. 

Firm without fiercenefs ; without weakuefs, gentle ; • 

Open as day-light ; yet, as dumb as doath ; 

Spite of my prejudice, he forc'd my pi-aife. 

And hatred mult admire him.. 

i. PoL Praife him on. 

Be what or whom he may, 'tii, fit he die*. 

The 
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The people, who conclude his pnnilhment 

Inflkted, tor Eumetui* fancy'd marder. 

Will dream that race extinft ; and deave to iltau 

So danger comes lefs near : nor (hakes mv throne* 

-^What hail thou learnt of that conceal'd prefumer. 

Who, when the arm of Merope was rab'd, 

lleil rain'd it, with fome power that touch'd her foul ? , 

Enx. The young man call'd him father. Chance^ ^ 
feems. 
In that nice moment, brought him to his view* 
He mov'd the queen's compaffion for his ion. 
Fled, like a wanton, from the good man's care. 
Who, in his fearch, came forrowine on from EUsm 

PoL I cannot truft this tale* Thou grow 'ft too CCT* 
dulous, 
Myderious caution h:mgs too thick a veil 
O'er all their late proceedings. That old man 
Left the queen's |)Fe(ence, Sarting at my entrance. 
Why was he hid if a youne mftic s father ? 
Why (hould my coming fnebt him ? He has heard. 
Since then his ion's redoubled d:anger dwells 
But in my menace : Yet he comes not near me* 
I had, ere now, beheld him at mv feet. 
Had his heart trembled with a fatner's terrors. 

Erox, See, fir ! he's free — and mark the queen^^iow 
near ! 

Pul. I note it, and determine* 
Now my fitter. 



Enter Merope, Ifmene, Euricles, Eumenes, and Gaardu 
Mcr. You fee, fir ! I dare know, and ufe my rights. 

How had your will prefum'd to feize my vidlim ? 

Am 1 but queen of iha<iow8 ? that my vengeance 

Muft move as you dired it? 
iV. Nobly urg'd! 

The victim is your right, requires your hand : 

Mine had defac'd your vengeance. — I alTum'd 

Pretence to aid it, but to fire your languor. 

Take courage. I refign liiau With his blood 

Walk 
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Vafli tEts xelofhnt fiuntncft. froni'yocur heart; 
^nd give it warmth to meet me at tlie Altar*. 
Mer. Horrid and impious hope!. 
Pol., Looks love fo frightful r 
Eam^J^to PoL] Who taught tKce-to aflbciate love 
with cruelty ? 
AlHiat right has Cupid to a captive's blood ? 
—Yet, mifprcfume me not, that I court diy pity«-» 
He has too poor a view from life, to prize it,. 
"Whofc death can only fcrve to (horten pain. 
^-But I am told thou call'll thyfeif a king* 
Xnow, if thou art one,, that the poor have rights I 
.And power, in all its pride, is lefs than iuftice* 
—I am a ftranger — innocent— and friendlefc— 
And xhsx proteoion, which thou ow-'ft to all, 

I^ doubly due to me : ^for, I'm unhappy. 

PoL rrotedHon is for worth ;. guilt calls for vea»^ 

geance. 
Bum, And what does wrong's licentioas infult call for^ 
^-In my own juft defence I kill'd a nobber : 
Law called it murder ;. and the queen condemn'd me. 
^ Queens may mi^dke^ £'ea Gods,, who love, grow 

partial.' 
1 can forgive th' injuftice of a mother ;. 
And could have blefs'd her hand beneath the blow. 
• NatuK has weaknefTes that err to virtue.' 
—But, what haft thou to do with mother's vengeance I 
Law, that Ihocks equity, is reafon's murder. 

PoL So young ! fo wretched ! — and fo arrogant !* 
Methinks, the pride of an Alcides* blood 
Could fcarce have fwell'd a foul to loftier boldnefs ! 
Mer, Pity prefumptuous heat : 'tis* youth's preroga^^ 

tive. 
PoL Meanwhile, how happy fuch unpolifli'd plain» 
nefs ! 
To move defence from art fo Ikill'd as yours. 
Your fon fure lives \ 

. Men Lives 1 and ihaH live. I truft him to the Gods: 
They can — they did — they will protect him. 
PqU What cannot woman's pity ? None, wJio ^b^^^ 
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The willing pardon your foft looks infure him'. 
Can charge your heart with cruelty.. 

Mtr. My l<x)k9. 
Perhaps, hint meanings prudence (hoiild decline 

To lend too loud a tongue to but, there are, 

Whofe heait fpeaks nothiiig ; yet tells all by actions. 

Pol, Mark, if 1 fpeak not now my heart's true laix- 
• guagc. 
•———Traitor! receive thy doom. 

\^Dnt^fijtg bis /twor^f* 

Mer. [itttfrpojtng,'] Strike here, here, murd'rer 1 
Menace my breaft ; not his. 

i'fs/. Vvhofe heart fpeaks now ? 

Eum. Now, ye Immortals ! not to die, were not 

To ti iumph. To be pitied here ! fo pitied ! 

B\- fuch a (lueen as Me rope / 'Tis glory 

I'hat every power beneath a God might envy ! 

jPcr/. If vou would have him live, confefs, who- ii^^ 
he? 

M'T, He is 

* Et/rr^ [io Ifmene.] Oh ! wc are loH. 
'■ * I/f/t, All, all, is hopelefs.' 

Poi, If he has right in you, be fwift to own him ; 
Or, lofe him by your filcnce. 

[Qfers to kill Eumenes 

Mrr, Stay he is 

Pol. Who? what? fay. quickly. 

Mer, Ho is my fon, Enmenrs. 

Pol. [^fiartif^gy and ajide.'\ *Tis as I fcar'd ; and all 
my fclicmes are air. 

[6'/^;/.7f peKji'-jely fixed* 

Eum. Heavens ! Did I hear that ri^-htly \ 

Mn\ [€mb*-r.:/;g hifn,] Thcu art my fi^-n. 
Loud in the {?ce of men and ears of Gods, 
C)\fpho7:tes \v'as thy fatlicr — I attelt it — 

1 ttU it to tlie wrinds : pruclaini it ^boaH: it. 

Hear it, thou fnil of imu Jcr ! 1 have fon:.d him : 
And, if 1 lofe him now, whole Hca-.en fnall curft 
ihee. 

E:m, 1 ciuinot coim^oelujnd it I— —Yet, 1 knctk 

T« 
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*r(> thank yon — ^biit for deigning to d<*ccive me. 
J^^ Blefs'dis his fati% who dies in fiich a dream!* 

Mer, One way thou art dcceiv'd. 1 he mother's 

love 

S'orgcts the monarch's danger; Pct/p^Kf^s- / 

Foh \Jforting, ] Go on - I meditated but— 

fpeak^ madam. 
Mer, Thou how haft wmng from my afrighted 
heart, 
•The fecpet that opprefs'd it. T^iot: heholdft 
'"Thy king, diftreis'd, before thee. — ^.Sigh, if thou canft, 
Sigh — for the fon, prince, mother — fame and nature. 

PoL How to refolve will aik fome nccdh:! paufe. 
— MeaRwhile, it Ihakcs my faitli to truft your llory*. 
Yoii hear, the young man's honcfty difclaims 
This greatnefs, you would lend him. 

Bum. Modeft fcnfe 
Of my unequal worth compelled fome doubting ; 
But now 'tis truth conteftlefs. Royal tears 
Jlow not for pitied falfhood ; and they prove it. 
Mer, Tears touch not hearts of fiint ; and J will 
Ipare 'em. 
Did your pride [kneeh'\ hear me For ycni pity 

cannot. 
See me an humble fuppliant at your £^ct. 
Now firft confelling 1 can fear your anger. 
This fliould, beyond all proof of tears, convince you. 

That Merope% hi« mother. Still you frown : 

X forget 

My own long forrows — all my wrongs, and infulti : 

Smile to the future — and abfolve the pafl. 

• ^Let him but breathe to reigii were to be 

wretched ; 
*-Cruel ! you anfwer nothing ! — look lefs dreadful. 
Eafe my diftradled foul — and fpeak fome comfort. 
Eum, O, madam ! quit that pofture. ■ My proud 
heart 
Afpires to keep the glory you hare lent it. 

If I indeed was Jx)rn to call you mother, 

,\Vhy do I fee and hear you, not a queen ? 

— i>icir 
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—•Nor tliink in^ foul too haughty. N o Xbdk 

Ahiblves dejedion ; 'tis the brave's prerogatiye, ^ 

To feel, without complaining. 

4 Now ! Strike, tyrant 

^ Courage,. leftiain'd from a^, takes pride to iofier.^ 

FoL [to Merooe.] *Tis well I have, with juft at- 
tention, neard; 
And, in impartial filence,. weigh'd it all. 
Your forrow claims fome right to call for mine ; 

And his high (pirit charmft me.^ ^I tak&him, 

[7akef Eumenes fy the ba^i^ 
Into my heedful care ; . remit his fentence. 
And if found yours, adopt him as my fon. 

Eum» Yours, faid you ? Yours ! 

Mer, Be patient^ good Eumenes, 

PoL You rule his deftiny. You know what price 
I rate his life at.. Smile, and meet my wiihes. 
For, may the Gods conjointly curfe my reign. 
If he furvives refufal of my prayer ! 
—Bethink you. In an hour I fhall expeft you ; 
Where, at the altar, to th' atteftingpowers. 
You may proclaim your choice.. That moment make^ 

him 
My vidHm, or my fbn; Till then farewel. 

Mer, You cannot be fo crueL — leave him with me*. 
To fee him might perfuade me. 

FoL See him there : 
gee him in I1jmen% temple. Enx^ attend hinu. 

\Exk^ 

Eum, O, queen ! O, mother ! 
If 1 already dare aflume a right 
To call you by that dear, that awful name : 
Think nothing that may miflbecome your glor)'— - 
Do nothing that may mix contempt with mine. 
—I leave you to the care of Hcav'n ; and die. 
Lead me to the tyrant. {Exeunt Eum. and Erox*. 

Mer. Fly, follow, Euricles ; hold thy kind eye 
Fix'd to this tyrant's motions. Fain would I dream. 
He threatens but to fright me. 

«• Eitru Willing hope 
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flatters to deceive you. Too, too fure-, 
s purpofe I E'en by nature-, ftcm and bloody, 
»w more whea power and fafcty prompt his cruelty t 

[Exit.* 
?r. Find thy good father, hafte, Ifmene^ call him. 
him dkb:ef6 grows headibx)ng, and my foul 
ins for want of coufel. 
\fm. lArtde.'\ Wliat a blindnefs 
hirft of human grai^deur I Give me, Gods ! 
:ottage and concealment. Save the queen ; 
d from the curfe of courts remotely place me. 

[Exit: 
fr. [Alone.^ No> there is noi^ ; no nJcr of tlie 
flars, 

rdful of my miferies. 

ly beloved fon f my eyes have Toil thee even 
lall no more fnatch comfort from thy hopes^ 
wonder at thy fweetnefs.' — 
have the Deities permitted this ? 
have they {ported with a mortal's mlnd^ 
itying its dillradlion ? fent him to me 
I a far diftant land ? Sent him, for what ^ 
;Iut die murderer's fword, who kill'd his fathcr^^ 
5t, you are juft, ye Gods !— Amazing darknef*. 
lis o'er th' eternaT wiU, aivl hides all caufe. 
ift not dare to tax Almighty power 
vhat I fufFer from it* Let it but pay me 
I that cnrs'd tyrant's punilhment attain'd ; 
me but fee myfelf depriv'd of him — ^ 
him expell'd from light, from earth, from name,, 
) as the chearkfs voids below can plunge him I 
I will kneel Ikneeli/igSy a wretch,, and thank your 

juftice. 

Enter Ifinene /wirz/" Narbas* 
7r. O, queen ! auguft. ia woes ! what wrongs are 

yours ! 
W, [rifing*^ Yes, NarBas /- — ^I have facrlfic'd 

my fon — 
e given hira up to death?— -liaTe madjy own'd^ 

him» 

-^Whafe. 
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p— Wliat motiier, who beheld her fon as I did, . 
Doom'd and endangered, could liave then kept £lencef 
Kar, Generous your purpofc ! glorioufly you err'd, 
And fell but from a height 'twas fame to reach» 
Diy lip yonr tears, and fummon all your foul : 
Time prclTcs — and a moment lolt i* fate-' rcL^*. jL,^. 

Jfm^ [loolifig oufj] Uproar and cries, without, in rifi 
wilderncfs. 
Heard from the city, reach the palace walls— » 
-Sure iign of new confufion ! 

Nor, I faw the tyrant meet th* cxpe^ng priefts,. 
'Attrnded, net in Hjmemal robes, 
But vtllmcnts, fuch as facrifice demands. 
And pomp of bloody rites at dreadful altars. 
To thcfe his hand coniign'd the vidim led. 
And deaf n'ng fhouts rcceiv'd him. — From the traiir 
Of prieitly hcrrors, this way raov'd their chiefs. 
Followed by loud, licentious burHs of joy. • 
Amid th* enormous fwell of whofc coarfc rear. 
All 1 difdncjy hcaxl was Poliphontcs. 

Mir. — V'> here are my guards, arm'd for my vc] 
gcance ? call 'em. 

Enter Three Priefts. 

What are you here already ? Out of my fightj 

Ye fan<5tihed deceits ! you, whofe bold arts ■ 
Rule nilers ! and comf.el even kings to awe I 
Be gone, fly, vantf) — 
Ye m out' IS of mercy, snd ye hands of blocd! 

CJmf Pr, Sorrows and wrongs, claim privilege i 
rail. 
And Heaven *s affronted' vot'ries muft forgi^'e. 

Mer. Cool in your cruelty ! — ♦ Religion's veil 
• 111 cloaks rebellion's licence' Death was your erra 
V/hy talk you of for-j^ivcnefs ?— 'tis not yours. 

Chief Fr. Not in death's caufe we come ; but He; 
vcn's — and love's. 
If vows were plighted 'twixt the king and you. 
No power on eaxth dilTolves 'em. 
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Jifm Falfeashcll! 
He knows I heard his hated vows with horror. 
-;-Slight infolence — T*© this ill-founded charge. 
Silence and fcom (hall anfvver. [furmug aawrj^ 

Chief Pi\ Gracious fo\ ercign I 
Sufpend your anger ; *tis unjulUy rais'd. 

N Enlighten, and command us. Found too cafy 

\ In one wrong *d faith, we tv^icc perhaps have crr'd : 

f Alike deceiv d in b. th. Unbend th.';t brow, 

I And deign to teach our doubt, what name to give 
f This ftranger ? this young captive to the king ? 
I Mer, Give him the name you dare to mifapply. 

Call him your king — my fon — my loft Eumtncs, 
Chief Fr, Hear that, prophetic foul! high Heaven !-*• 
I tremble, 
^ dread this great diA:ovcry comes too late. 
The (houting people crowd the waiting; altar, 
•And, erring in their zeal, niif-hr\il the day. 
r^^^hat can be, (hall be tryM, to crofh his doom. 
They fhall be taught with hold, adventrous (peed, 

T^o fave their fovereign's ri^ht and, hence, rafh. 

y queen, 

jlrSam due repentance ; and no more let loofc 
The rage of wrongs, againtt the tongues of (jods. 

" ' [Exe:tnt Vnt^U 

Mer. This folemn (harpnefs of defers' 'd reproach, 
^^ruck my too confcious guilt with inf -It awe ! 
■*■ lave been warm too foon, and juft too late, 

iP'hat tho* religkfis guaruians fm'nt her tide ! 
Pure is the fouiifoifiy tho thcfiramjlo^^vs ixiide:' 
Too oft her erring guides her carife b<^tray : 
Tfi ra^e ^tvws imfijus lijhan it bars her ivaj, 

[Excunt» 
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ACT V. 



SCENE,, A Trijon, 

£»/^r Eumenes, Narbste, /zW Euricles.. 

turn, nr^ HINK». think upon your danger ; fly,.l6v'a?. 

JL father ! 
Hy from the tyrant's power, and leave me to my fate*; 

iVizr. All fenfe of my own danger loft in yours,^ 
I threw myfelf rcgardlefs at his fcet. 
Full of the fatal iubjed, I began,. 
Uncautious in my tranfport. Starting confcience- 
JBled from the face of truth. He Ihunn'd to hear,. 
Broke fliort, reply 'd 'twas well : gave me permiilion.;: 
Nay,, full of feeming zeal, injoin'd my comin g 
Bade me go pay my laft ihort debt of counfel>. 
And try to bend your heart to meet his will. 

Eurii He added, that his queen — lie caU'd her his !. 
I'blufh to name her fuch : but fo he charg'd m^. 
Since fhe, he faid, in pity but for you, 
"Yields a reluftant hand to clofe with his> 
*Tis time her fon, whofe life fhe holds fo dear. 
Aids his^Dwn inteieft, and confirms her fafety. 
•—The reft he paus'd and thought, but held it in ; 
Frown'd a difdainful nod — and bade us leave him. 

Eum. Slowly awaking from my dream of wonders, 
1 feem re-bom to feme new world unknown. 
Where every thing I meet with (hocks my foul. 

• — You tdk of dying, whilft I yet half doubt, 

* Whether, exifting now, I really live L* 
If I am truly the loft wretch I {fjtxx^^ 

If in Mycene now inclos'd, I find 

Queen Merofe, my mother — ^King Cre/photttes, 

My father, murder'd his fear'd murderer crown'd,. 

With his ftol'n diadem ; and, in it, daring 
Offer his widow'd queen a hand, ftain'd, frightful. 
In her firft huft)and> blood ■ All tiiis to me ! 
Seem9j^ whik I drink in Heaven's fair lights and view 

You 



TVf E R O P R 4y 

^cn manfions of the Gods, who govern man 
Slicredible ! alloniihing ! and horrid ! 

Euri. 'Tis horrible indeed ! too dark for thought ! 
* But reafon's line wants depth to found Heaven's 
wiU. 

Nan Deign, my devoted prince ! my king ! my font 
Suffer me ftiB to u^ that long-lov'd name— -^ 

Deign bat— ^o live.-r'* ^Time, chance, and fortuned 

changes, 
.May vindicate your glory. Since the tyrant 
Tempts to betray, teward him with his own» 
Deceive deceivers, and deceit grows virtue. 

Eum. This in'diy forefls, £us! had I heard, 
E*en there I ihould ha\re bkfli'd to hear from Narhat / 

But as I. am.— No more. 

Kind was your motive !— -pitying my diflrefs ! 
You but forgot my duty. 

Nan Happy forefts! 
'Would ye were ours once more ! thcic peace dwelt witli 

us: 
There fafety flept lipoh unguarded hills, 
.And every tree's foft ftiadow cover'd anguifh. 

* Euri. Soft! behold I the tyrant comes I' 
Enter Poliphontes, /peaking 

Poh Retire, and wait without. 

iExeunt Euricles and Narbaai 

And thou, tafli youth 1 

Whofe inexperienced years, and geherous plainncfs^ 

Fill me with aH the pity due to weaknefs ! 

iFor the laft time, I come to bring thee power. 

Leave to my toil to fmodth thy future paths. 

And root out faftioh's thorns^ which trouble empire. 

^When I am dead, as age admits fliort ftay. 

Thou, and my Merope^ will reign at eafe. 

And thank my painful cares, and love my memory. 

**— Why art thou dumb ? — '*^*— Paufe on 1 read the© 

righUy. 
Thou haft, I know, a kind of fltibborn pride, 
Call*d courage— and miftak'ft h for i virtue j 

— 'Tis 
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— *Tis virtue when prcfumption drives it nol^ 
But fuffwTs thought to guiae it. 

EuT}K Guiding thought 

Ha* held me paticnt long. Kow, aafwer ine» 

Am I Mjcene's monarch? 

J^oL For thy birth, 
B^ it as truth, or trick, or chance conclude it. 
If from fome low, fomc namelefs flock deriv'd. 

Be* humble and advls'd and rife to grcatncfs» 

If happier OiTspring call thee for a king. 
Make thyfelf worthy of the crown I mean thee. 

'Tis but to wait me to the marriage altar, 

Vhere love, and Merope, and peace attend. 

There to the Gods r.nd me (M>rt'»/s guardians) 

Swear homage, and devote thy faithi^ fword. 

7 hat done, fports, joys, and fafety, crown thy youths 

And in thy riper years, cxpedt the diadem. 

—Determine. 

£Hm, 'Tis determined. 

ToL Tell me how ? 

Bum. Why am I left unfree to chufe — ^yet prefs'd 

To tell thee my docifion ? The compelFd 

To yieUl, difer-ice confcnt, and make faith doubtful, 
*~I am a captive. He who holds not freedom. 
Has not his will his own, and chufcs nothing. 

PoL Fierce amid piifery ! thou, at once, art bra\'C, 
AMinfolcnt, and wretched ! — but, beware, 
JNor trult too far my pity of thy poornjjfs* 
I give diee yet fomc moments to refolve. 
I go Ix'fc^re thee ; but vAy guards attend 
To bring thee to \\v: altar. Cojne determined 
To fwt«i — and hcpc my crown, and live my fon : 
Or die a flavc unown'd^ and Icfe thy name. 

[// gohii^ 

Bum. [caUiftg nfirr l:'im.'\ Thou goeft tlien ? 

Tol \Jhpph'g.\ To cxped thcc. 

Eui.i. I will come. 
And V ;'^ nie ('.Oiiiblcto be told -i) comes 
The C i t^=t r.iLs'<' my race to root out tyrants, 
Soi^n ikkli luc ihronv. thoa iloi'il no more be thine. 

Honor 
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Horror and penitence fliall pale thofc eyes, 
>^Tiofe daring inf^lence now frowns on virtue. 
Menace and infult then Ihall quit thy voiC2, 
And groaning anguifli grind it. — What the Godf 
Reflrain my hands from reaching, happier fans 
^f my immortal fire (hall rife to execute, 
W nurl thee from a power that hurts mankind, 

M, Here Nnrbas! Eurkles ! — You may return; 
Enter Narbns and Euricles. 
leave him to your hffons. Too, too deeply 
te feels their paft imprefSon. Teach him better, 
t'yourexadcd head« fhall anfwer to me, 
or every well-known help I owe your hatred. 
--Ifarbas/ thy age, I think, might beft be truflcd, 
Xperiencc lays his dangers open to thee, 
hou, as thou lov'it, advifehim. — Whether bom 
he fon of Merope, or thine, no matter, 
muft adopt him mine — or death demands him. 

[A>/V Poliphontflb 

Etm, Where did this ill-inftrufted tyrant learn 

o threaten for perfuafion !^ 1 fufpc<ft 

^ does not feem to doubt, but doubts indeed, 

fhare no blood of Hercules, He's gone, 

ud caird me to his altar. Let us tollow. 

-JVizr. Stay. — ^Whither would fuch fatal rafhnefs lead 
you ? 

EurL The queen has friends, howe'er too weak, too 
few, 
^o dare defend her catife. Give us but time 
o weigh and to refolve, and thefe (hall aid you. 

Eum, No. — In an hour fo black, fo dire as this, 
taik but my own heart, and Heaven, to aid mc, 

f I muft fall, I will. -I go ■ to try 

/hat God forfakes the friendlefs. 

\ Going out, meets Merope and Ifmene«* 

Mer. Stay, my fon — 

Ti' ufurpcr fends me to thee. — Reft, unheard, 
[is errand : but my own requires thy ear. 
: has perhaps been told thoe, that the woman 
onquers the queen* 
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—-Let no UgKt credit of a gnilt fo (hamefifl 
Infult the daughter, motlier, wife — ^ah, mel 

And widow— of a kihg.-^ Yet 1 muft gp^ 

Muft at the altar lend my trembling hand» 
And fecm—- O, Heaven 1 — 

Eum, 0> madam {-^(o to feem> 
Were fo to be. Can folemn vows at altars 
Leave room for art's cvalions ? * Sec me foonef 

* Tinging the fpotted ftonc with gulhin^ bloody 

* Andmy torn oreaft th' unfeemly facrifice. 

• Mer. So look'd, fo fpoke— fo fometimes firowml 

Crefphontes. 

* Full of thy godlike father, copy too 

* The confidence he lent me. He hadMTcottl'd 

* To doubt me, for a moment, lefs than Mtrpfem 

* Eum. If I was guilty — think.'—* 
Mer» No more>-^Time preffefr— . 

Hear my refolving will, and curb thy own. 
Th' ufurper of thy throne no fooner joins 
My hand's fuppos'd confent, than, at the altajr. 
He fwears — in all the pomp of prieftly witnefs. 
To free thee from thy chains — and, from that hour. 
Confirm fucceflion thine, — . 

Eum, Think at what price comes empire, bought fo 
dear! 
Rather than fee you wed this^-* 

Mer. Ralh again i-^ . 

Bound by an oath fo witnds*d by the Gods. 
And"all Mycene^ priefts — and all her peers — 
He dares not break it, and thou liv'ft to reign. 
■ — For me who have thencefofih no call for life, 
I feek thy father in the glooms below. 

Eum. — No more. 
—It (hall not be.— See ! fliy repugnant foul 
Shrinks from th' abhorr'd conception. The felt God, 
The God glows in me, fweDs againft controul. 
And every fprin^ nerve is adive fire ! 

Come on, triends 1 father I mother! trull my firm- 

nefs. 
Sec, if I bear -a heart that brooks this wrong : 

That 
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That pooAy pants, for a bafc hour of li fe ■■ 

^d let a woman's blood outdare a king's. [GciW^. 

Mer. Oh! ftay : letum. Call : ftop hiiXL 

Euri. Sir! 

JVflr. Prince! 

Mer» Son! 

lE,um. {Returning^ Look out : fee yonder : view my 
father's tomb. 
Know you his voice ? Are you a queen ? 

Comeliften 

IJbear him — Hark ! — ^my king, my father calls! 

Mer. Methinks the God 
He talk'd of, fwells, indeed, his widening foul, 
Ufts him above himfelf above mankmd. 

Eum, Come — let me lead you to the altar's foot. 
There hear, there fee— diere dweHs th* eternal's eye j 

Mer. Ah I what is thy defign ! 

Eum. To die ^to five. 

Friends I — ^in this warm embrace divide my fouL 

[Tot^d^ViS, fwho prej/es himUndirlj^ 
W eep pot, my Narbas, 
No blufti, for deeds unworthy your inftru^lions. 
Shall ftain remembrance of the care I\;oft you. 
Stay thou, that this good lord returning from me. 
May find thee, and impart a ripening hope 
"Whereon your counfel may dired and fave. 

On to the work of fate it calls me henc e — 

I hear it, and obey. 

1'Exit Eum. Men and Euri, 
^ ee thee ftiare my forrow. 

Jfm. Oh ! 'twere too poor a wifh. Heaven knows, I 
feek 

No (hare ^I long for power to bear it all. 

Nar. Thou art too good for courts -where ruin 

preys 
On innocence ; and nought but guile is fafe. 
—What are thy thoughts of this loft prince's virtues ? 

I/tju I am unfkiird in, men : and, moft. 
But, fure I if ever beauty dwelt in form. 
Courage in gentlenefs, or truth in grandeur. 
All thofe adora'd perfe^ons meet in him. 

C ISttr. 
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Nor. YeC« feel how HeaTen* thit gave }iim aU tbeA 
daims, ^ . 

Forgets 'em, and refigns him. — Let that teadi thee» 
When foon, as foon they will, diy fplendors &I1> 
Thou lofeft nothing, bat a right to woes* 

Jfm. Should the queen, 
Beftof herfex! • 

Lea^'e diis loud fta^ of pain ^and lefi in death. 

Oh ! teach my wil&ng feet to find fome gloom,^ 
Dark as my profpedU, deep inclos'd, for fafety ; 
And filent, as the brow of midnight deep ! 

Nar, Yes, we will eo, myfweet I/menet go. 
Where forrow's (harpeS eye fliall fail to find us. 
Where we may mix with men, who ne'er deceiv'd. 
And women, *bom to be the charms they look. 

■ T here is a place, which my Eumenes lov'd. 
Till youth's fond hope of eloiv dafh*d hi; peace $ 
Where nature, plainly noble, knows no pomp ; 
And virtue knows no en^ : [Sfaartr- 

Hark! That cry 

Bodes horror — 'tis the fignal of fome fate* 

Liften, again— — [SbaiOsm 

Jfm, Again I hear, and tremble. 
Mho knows, but now, the queen's too direful deed , 
Has ended all her mi feries!—; 

Kar. No more thefeeyes'fhall find thee, fated king! 
Crejphontjs and his race are all no more. 

J/m, \At a nvindow.'] Hence, from the temple to the 
palace gate. 
The fcatterin^ crowd runs wide, a thoufand ways .: 
All bufied, without view — All driven by terror I 
£/r/^r Euricles, iloody, 

Nar. Breathleis and bleeding fee ! who cooks !-rr 
O EuricUs ! 

EitrL Scarce had I ftrength, wedg'd in by Cn^Bing 
crowds. 
To ftem yon breathing torrent.— Give me reft. 

Nar, Eumenes .^— docs he live ? 

Eur/. He is-^ — r-the fon coniefs'd of Grecian Gods ? . 

Nar, What has he fuffer'd ? 

£un\ Nothing— but, has done—- 
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/JgrcniicxanMpitfs boaft.*— O fuch a deed ! 
^ictriblel to jail lA. — ^fo fill'd with wondcn I . 
'^zihslf Akldei' laboun fcarce were more. 

JVjr. And ihall he be a king ? 
• £un\ He k. 
Ifar, And Merofe? • * 

Great mirror of affli^ion !^>i^ves (he, too ? 
How was it ?— fay— my joys will grow too ftrong ? 
£urL The altar» ftrew*d with flow'rsj, was ready 
drefs'd. 
The fmoking incenfc rofe in fragrant curls. 
And Hymen's lambent torches flam'd ferene, 
Silence, and cxpeAation's dreadful ftillnefs, 
IX>ubkd the folemn horror of the fcene I 
' — There T^iiphwtes flood, and, at his fide, 
I^mb as^a deftin'd vidim^ ftood the queen. 
Our prince's fummon'd hand had touch'd the altar : 
His eye fought Heaven — as if prcpar'd to iWtfar. 
The tjrrant Snil'd : — when ftrait uic pried lobk'd pale ; 
The kghts extinguifh'd — and the temple's roof, 
^Hook oy deiceiSing thunder, feem'd to bow I 
T'he GW/ the God I the reverend ftarter cry'd, 
jPorbids thefc baneful nuptials. — Yes : I hear him, 
^lie dreadful prince reply 'd; and, at that word, 
*~-^apt from the altar to the tyrant's breaft — . 
^Jid plune'd the facred axe of facrifioe, 
^•^atcli d, like a lightning'^ flalh ! and reach'd his life- 
;:^;^He fell — ^and o'er him while with pendent eye 
2^^' indignant hero hung with arm new-rais'd, 
^^fe, fuom behind, pale Er/ix pierc'd his fide. 
^^Red in hi* mingled blood, and rifing anger, 
^X« heard the crowd's proteftive cry — ^tum'd (horl* 
;:^Viid buried in his brow the rapid (led. 
^^3ien to the altar's height fubhmely fpriing, 
^Jood, monarch all-confefs'd, and wav'd the throng, 
^^ome, let me guide you to this work of Heav'n. 

"^^aftc, and pamke it ^fly— — 

" Nar. O happy day— — [Exetmt. 

' \ . Cz SCENE, 
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SCENE, th^T^m^ of Jfyttiiu - T 

Emnenes £fc9verei on the altar, tmii ihe axe (ffaefifia 0*^ 
Jtit hand^ I^erope kneeling, priejts, attendants ^ w^ 
guajrdsB \Trumpets andfictUi heaid^ 

Mer, Now» now^ ye Gods>. o^ prayefe ave heard. 

\Jl%udckpoftbmidew^ 
Eunu H»:k t niadam^ Heaven i^roves! tii' attentiv^^ 
Goda^ ■ 
Hear hearts, and make voice needlefc— — ♦ Doubt nc^^. 

* thea • ' 

* They are the goo4 minds giiardian9-H»y defiverano^ 

* Proves how diey lov'd your virtue :' in- your fafetj 
I feel thy bleffing pcrfe€l7— may I live 

In deeds,, not words,, to •thank the good they gave* _ 
Mer. Deeds,.words,anddioughts are theirs — 

Heav'n claim* us alL ■ 

• Eunu [to the feoph^\ Hear me, my people,, take yo<6^^ 

* king, and with him, 

• Heavens beft gift, your liberty — haughtier monarchs- 

* Place greatnels in dbpieflipn : let my Arone 

• Find iafety but in laving—— 

♦ Pride is too apt to harden profp^rous power;, ' 

* But he, whoie youth is chaften'd by dif^refs,/ 

• Makes fubjefts happy, and himfelf ador'd.' 

Enter Narbas, Euricles, and Kmene*. All fpeahJng:,,^^ 

kneeling^ • 

Hail ! and be ever blefs'd,, O king I O queen! 

Mer. Rife — and lament no more, ye happy friends • 

Of virtue and of Heaven ! fee ! what the Gods 

Have done — ^to fhame fufpicion into faith ! 

Oh ! never let the innocent defpair : 

The ham! diat made,^ can. iave j and beft knows whem 

[7<7 Eumenesr 
— Soni of Akides / — ^for,. what heart but his^. 
Nourilh'4 in miicry ! by wants obfkuded ! 
Ere fprung, like thine,, at youdi's firft (hoot,, to gloiy ?' * 
Trod on a tyrant, and redeemed a people ? > 

Eum. 'Tis but the low, the laft, the lighteft dutjr 
Of a king's hand, to dare. 'Tis his to fave. 
To think, to hear« to labour^ to difcern. 

To 
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To form, to remedy-^— to be — but ose : 

Yet aft, 'aaid love, scA fear, and feci— ^fbr alL 

"^ — O madam ! I am yQurs, 'midft all thefe claims* 

Be thofc my glory's, this my duty's care, 

T*o add my roval father's love to mine : 

And, widi a ooubled reverence, feek your comfottr 

' — Narifos ! what power can, language lend my love, 

To paint the joy thy fenfe of ^ealure gives me ? 

Thou foorce, and foul, smd audior of my virtues : 

^ufpend we thoughts lius tender.— Let ns, now, 

^Ummon Mjcene*^ chiefs,^ and calm her people. 

\To Merope- 

Comtf fnadam I he *who reigns, but climht to can ^ 
Tho* fafe his throne, he finds mfoftnefs there* 
Dangers f and doiAts, and tdls^ each moment feisUr 
Hang on his hufinefsy and perplex his eafe^ 
Bright hut by pomp of ivoe, kines Jhim in *vain ; 
Emjyd for angtajh, and Jtdom^d for pain, 

[Excuaft. 
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I'M tftd, with all my heart, Fve Icap'd mr «edd!%— 
GladJ crjr the maids— Heaven keepiucfa joj from {fscadia^ ! 
Marriage (poor thiagf !) don't more their hearts fo coldlj. 
Tis a dark leap/ they <nrn— but, love jwnps boldly .— 
Pair fidl ih' adveat'rert ! I'm no hufband-hater.— 
Only be wam'd by me, and wed no traitor. 
Pain-hunting marm'rer ! bom to grovl and grumble ! 
Ko king can pleale bi m and no wift can humble ! 
Skk to the foul, be Heaven his kind phyfician ! 
Earth's ableft drugs are loft upon amUtien. 
All H^arvkk'tant fiiUs Ibort— and^ to my knowledge, 
Ko cure HJmt^ ibr In our female college. 

Shun plotting heads, dear ladies !~aU mifcarries, 
Wh^ one, who hmiie and haws at midnight, marries. 
Bttter plaln/^ downright dunce— No dream purfuiog : 
One thait means bluntly— and knows what he's doing ! 
Not him, whofe £iftious mind, out fearing pleafure. 
Is ftlll moft bufy— when his wife's at leifure. 

Better sT fportfman^ found of wind, and hearty ..» 
Better Sir Sot— than fpoufe dry drunk with party ! 
A hunting huiband halloof— and you hear him.— 
A drunken deary ftag gen— and you fleer him*— . 
lacb— confcious of hi« wife, takes care to make her. 
One waj or other«-an indulg'd partaker. 

But your fage^ faturnine, ambitious lover. 
Keeps no one fecret woman would difcover. 
Stranger ftt home, he ftroUs abroad for bleifing : 
And holds whatc'er he has not worth polfefling. 
Freedom, and mirth, and health, and joy — defpifes ! 
And fcnni all reft— he fo pro-found-ly wife is ! 

At length, thank Heaven I he dies : kind vapours ftrike hfin : 
And leaves behind— ten thou&nd madmen like him. 



S. 
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T O 'H I S 

G RAG E THE DUKE 

O T 

g^UEENSBERRY and DOVERj 
MARQUIS OF BEVERLEY, &c. 

My Lord, 

1HAVE long lain wider the grcateft obligation to 
your grace's family, and nothing has been more in 
my.wifties, than that I might be able to difcharge fomc 
part, at leaft, of fo larger debt. But your noble birth 
and fortune, the power, number, and goodnefs-of thofc 
friends you have already, have placed you in fuch an 
andependency on the reft tf the world, that the fervicea 
I am able to render to your grace can never be advan« 
tageous, I am fure not neceflary, to you in any part of 
your life. However, the next piece of gratitude, and 
the only one I am capable of, is the acknowledgment 
of what I owe : and as this is the moll public, and in- 
deed the only way I have of doing it, your grace will 
pardon me if I take this opportunity to let the world 
knovv the duty and honour I had for your illuflrious 
father. It is, Imuft confefs, a very tender point to 
touch upon ; and at the firft light may fcem an ill-cho- 
fen con[ipliment, to renew the memory of fuch a lofs, 
efpecially to a difpoiition fo fweet and gentle, and to a ' 
heart fo fenfiblc offilial piety, as your grace's has beeot 
even from your earlieft childhood. But perhaps this 
is one of thSTe griefs by ivhicli the heart may Jk mad« 
better ; andif the remembrance of his death bring hea- 
irlnefs along with it, the honour that is p^d to his me« 
mory by all good men, fliall wipe away thofc Xa^t^^ 

A z ^^\ 
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•.>i r-* -xiwp> :f i? lifi, let ccfuctyc.^ tves, duJC 

I- i czj-ri-rtr :*> i:::Il:jz is r'l^t oc the doke of 
Qr-LT^ijiiiY -a-ii, ri.*T? c.^ iaeiMpfit to proper t0 

w Lull li frvtsdihip bcrwisn Tnkr iz<£ =ia=, pnd-brrcd- 
itp. in courts, c'liritj in religion- ind ir.t true fprin^ 
Cff 4".! fJcceSctncE in ^cZicnl. Tn: 5 w^ a quality he 
pc^ (Tci in as ^re-i: 1 =:tiil:r? is anv gectlemin I erer 
)uSC the hor.C'^ : :> Wsicw- I: * ts this -uatUTsl r^veemtTs 
of temper, v^hich nude aix* tk* bfiltnaa ia theirorli 
to lire with, 2:1 xny Liad of reijtior.. It wis this made 
him a good ma/c r :u hU iVrTants, a ;:qoJ Jriead to his 
friends, ar.d the i^.\lt.,:\z rather ro hi? children. For 
the b.ft, I can h?.vtr in better vovcher than your grace; 
and for the rtK, I lmsv appeal to all that hare lud the 
>;oiio Jf to know him. There \ras a fpirit and pleafure 
i.i his convcr ration, •.vhich al%rars enlivened the com* 
pany he \v:is in; which, -together with a certain ea* 
lin'rfs and frankncfb in his difpclition, that did not at 
all d;:rogfltc tVoni the dignity of his binh and charafter, 
fLTidcrcd him infinitely agreeable. And as no man had 
u :jujrc dvrlicatc taitc of natural wit, his convcrfation 
;:l'.vjiys abounded- in good- humour. 

¥or llujfc parrs of his character which related to the 
public, as he was a nobleman ef the tiril rank, and a 
r.iinilicr of ftate, .they will be beft known by the great 
employments he pulled through ; all which he dit- 
rhargtd worthily as to himfclf, juftly to the princes 
who cmj)loycd him, and advantageoufty for his coun- 
try. Ihcrc is no occafion to enumerate his feveml 
employments, as fecretary of (late, -for 5f<»M7«<^in par- 
ticular, for Britain in gtrneral, or lord high comntif- 
l»g:icr of Scorlanil\ which lall office he bore more than 
t^ucc ; but nt no time more honouriiblyj and (as I hope) 
more happily, both for the prcfent age, and for pof- 
lonty^ th-.iu when he laid the foundation for the Britijb 
unioiu 'i'hc conilancy and addrefs which he manifefted 

on 
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0ff*th'at occafipn, arc ftill frcfli in every tody 'i mc- 
xfiory ; and perhaps when our children fliall reap thofe 
benefits from that work, which fome people do not 
forefee and hope for now, they may remember the duke 
<yf QuEEXsBERRY With that gratitude, which fuch u 
piece of fervice done to his country defer ves. 

He ihewdd, upon all oCcaiions,> a ftric^ and imme- 
diate attachment to the crown, in the legal fervice oi 
which, ho twa A could exert himfelf Wore-dutifully nor 
more flrenuoufly ; and at the fame time no man gave 
more bold and nfore generous evidences of the love he 
bore to his country. Of the latter, there can be no 
better proof, than the fhare h^kad in the Ute happy 
revolution j nor of the former, than that dutiful rc- 
fpedtf and uniliakcn fidelity, which he prefcrved for 
herprefent majcfh', ^ven to his latl moments. 

With fo many good and great qualities, it is not nt 
tAl fttange that he poiTefTed fo large a ihare, as he was 
khown to kave, in the eflcem of the queen', and her 
munediate predeceiTor; nor that thofe great princes 
fllbuld repoft the higheft confidence in him : and at the 
fame time; what a pattern has he left behind him for 
che*nobility ia genera!,* and for your grace iti particu- 
lar^ to copy after ! 

Your grace will forgive me, if my zeal for your 
welfare and Honour (which no body has more at heart 
than myfelf) 'iliajl prefs you with fomc more than or- 
dinary vvjrrmth to the imitation of your noble father's 
virtues. You have, my lord, - many great advantages, 
which may encourage you to go ob in purfuit of thi« 
reputation : it has pleafed Grod to give you naturally 
that fwcctncfs of temper, which-, as I have before 
hinted, is the foundation ofaMgood inclinatibn^i Ycir 
have the honour to be born, not only of the gifeatcil,^ 
but of the beft parents j of a gentleman generally be- 
loved, and generally lamented ; and of a lady adorned 
with all virtues that enter into the chara£^er of a good 
wife, an admirable friend, and a molV indulgent mo- 
ther. The natural advantages of your mind have been 
oultivated by the moll proper arts and manners of edu- 
cauon.- You have the care of many noble frieuds^ 'Av\d 

A 3 ^l^<?:* 
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f'fpecJally of an excellent uncle, to watch over you w 
fhe tenderncfs of your youth. Ydu fet out amongft tke 
ilrfl of mankind, and 1 doubt not but your virtues. will 
be equal to the dignity of your rank. 

That I may live to/ec your.gracc eminent for the 
love of your country, for your Service and duty to your 
prince, and, in convenient time, adorned with all the 
honours that have ever been conferred upon your nc« 
kle family : that you may be dillinguiflicd to pofterityi 
as the bravcfl, grcateft, and bril man of the age .you 
liv« in, is the hearty wifli, and prayer of, . 

MT LOR IX, 

Tonr Gra^ccj mifi- ohcJient^ and >• 

moji faithful^ humhk few^niy 

NIC. ROWE^, 
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^fO nif^ht^ if you ha^e hrouihtymtr gwii oM tafie^ 
Wt^iltrtat you to/'tha downright Engli(hy«i/? : 
^ tale^ nxjhirh told longfince in homcfy wijcj^ 
Hath nenferJaiPd of melting gentle eyes* 
Lh no nico Sir defj^tfe oter hiplefs damc^ 
Btcauje recording balladi chaunt bei- name ; 
7bofe nfemrahli ancient fong-endi'ters 
Soared many a pitch ahove our modern ivriters: 
They catervJouVd in no romantici ditty ^ 
Sighinsrfar P^iillis'j, or-Qh\ot*spity. 
Juftly tliey dre^iu thifair^ and /poke her plain j 
Andfung fjer by her chrijlian name — ' txxjai JanCt 
Our numbers may b^ more refindthan thofe^ 
Rut n/ohat iMe^vegain'd in 'ver/ey we''ye lo/f in profc. 
Thiir words Hffjbuffling^ doubi •iteaning hnc.s:^ 
Thdr Jpeechnuarhomtiy^ hut thtir hearts were truct^ 
iH/ucbanagef immorfal^^A^^ztt nnrott^ 
By ^0 quaint rules f nor hampering crl ticks taught \ 
With rough majefltck force he mov*d the hearty 
Atidjlrength anJ nattere mttdt amends for art* 
Our humble author does hisf^ips pnrfuc^ 
He owns he had the mighty lard in <vinv ; 
And in ihefefeenei has made it more his corf 
To roufe the pajjions^ than to cha^m the car. 
Yttfor thofe gende htkMx who lo-ve the chim^^ 
The ends ofa^sJiiHgttfgUinio rhimc, 
J he ladies, too^ be bope4 will not complain, 1 

Btre are fame fuhj^&sfor ^f after flrain , ^ 

A nymph forfakeny and a pmur* d fwain. ^ 
What mefi be fears^ isy le/r the dames Jhouldfro-wn^ 
Thed(tmes of wit and pleafure about town. 
To fee ourpiflare drawn uttHko their own* 
Biit left that error fhouU prwoke to fury 
The hofpitabif hundreds ofO\^ Driiry, 
Hif bidmefay^ in o«r Jane Shore's defence ^ 
S$e doled about the charitable pence^ 
Bmi{ti^liUds\iur$fifaht^ anddiedUngfiaM^' 

A 4 ^r 
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For her example^ 'wBatfoe^er we make it, 
T'/hey have their choice toilet ahne. Qr take it ; 
Tho^feWf as I conceive^ . vuiU think it mecty 
To weepfofcfrely^ far ajinfofweet \ 
Qr mourn e^ud mortify the f leaf ant fen/e 
To rife in tragedy two agei hence* . 



Dramatis Perfonae. 



At DRUR Y.LANE, 1784. 



Duke ofGIofier^ 
Lord. Hajingf^ 
Catejhy^ 

9\v Richard ItMtclife^ 
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Du/nontj. 
Shorr^ 
Derhjr 

yfliciaf 
Jane Shore, 
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At C O V EN T. G A R D E N. 



Duke ofGlqfier^ 

Lord Hafiingi^ 
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Sir Richard Ratcl'Jjfir . 

Be/lmour, 

Derhyty 
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Mr. Booth... 
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Mrs. Crawford. 
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Several Lords o£ the CounciI^Guard9» and Attendanti* 
SCENE LONDON. 



JyiEE SHORE. 



ACT !• Scene the 7ower. 

Enter the Dnke of Gloiktv^ ^/r Richard Ratcliffe, and 

Catelby. 

Qlof. r I ^HUS far faccefs attends upon our councils, 
i , And eaeh event has anfwer'd to my willi ; 
The queen and all her upftart race are quell'd ; 
Dorfct is banifii'd, and her brother Rk'trs 
Ere this lies iliortcr by the head iit Pomfref^ 
The nobles have, with joint concurrence, nanv'd me 
Frote6tor of the relalm : my brothei*s children, 
Young Edward and the little York^ are lodg'd 
Here, fafe within the Tower. How fay you, firs, 
Does not this bufinefs wear a lucky face ? 
Tlie fceptre and the golden wreath of royalty 
Seem hung within my reach. 

Rat* Then take 'cm to you. 
And wear them long and worthily : you are 
The laft remaining male of princely Yorkt 
{For Edwarri^s boys, the ibte efteems not of ^em,) 
And therefore on your fov'rcignty and rule 
The common-weal does her dependence make, 
And leans upon your highnefs' able hand* 

Cat* And yet to-morrow does the council meet 
Ta fix. a<ky for Ed-^ardh coronation* 
Who can expound this riddle ? 

Giofi. That can I. 
Thofc lords are each one my approved goo3fri6nds» 
Of fpecial truft and nearnefs to my bofom ; 
And howfoever bufy they may feem. 
And diligent to buftle in the ftate. 
Their zeal gOQ5 on no farther than we Ic^^ 
And at our bidding flays. 



TO f»N^K SHORE.^ 

Caf^ Yet there is onci 
And he amongft the foreinofl in his power, -. 
Of whom I wiih your high nefs were aiTur'd.'- 
For mCf perhaps it is roy nature's fault, 
I own, I doubt of his inclining much • 

GJ^. Iguefs the man at whona your words VOulJ'^ 
point : 

Cat, The fame. 

6l(ffi. He bears me great good will. 

Ciz/.. Tis true, to you, as to the lord protestor 
And Glofier*^ duke, he bows with lowly fervice : 
But were he bid to cry, God fave king Richard^ 
Then tell me in what terms he would reply. 
Believe me, I have ppov'd the man, and found him :- 
I know he bears a moft religious reverence 
To his dead malkr ^ff^a'tf/v/'r royal memory, 
And whither that may lead him, is moll plain. 
Yet more— One of that (lubborn fort he isj 
Who, if they once grow fond of an opinion, 
They call it honour, honefty, and faith, 
And fooncr part with life than let it go. 

Gloft. And yet ^his tough impracticable heart,. 
Is govern'd by a dainty-finger'd girlf. 
Such flaws arc found in thie moft worthy natures ; 
A laugViing, toying", wheedling, whimpering fhe^ 
Shall make hira amble on a golTip's meifage. 
And take the dlftafFwith a hand as patient 
As e'er disd Hercules* 

Rat. The h'tr Jl/c/'a^ 
Of noble birth and exquifite of feature, 
Has held him long a valfal to her beauty. 

Cat, I fear, he fails in his allegiance there'^ 
Or my intelligence is falfe, or elfe 
'llie dame has been too lavifh of her^fcaft. 
And fed hiril till he loaths.. 

GiqJ?. No more, he comes. 

Kntn Z,*r^ Hadings. 

Jj. haft. Health and the happincf$ of many days 
Attend upon your graces 

Cfoft, My good lord chamberlain ! 
We're much beholden to your gentle fricndlhip. 

UHaft, 



tv Hafi^ My lord. I com© an humble fuitor to you. 

Ghjl. In right good time.— »Speak but your pleafure 
freely. 

L'. Haft. I am t« move your highnefs in behalf 
Oi Short* s unhappy wife. 

Glqft. Say you, oi Shore? 

L. Haft. Once a bright ftarthat held her place o» • 
hicfh : 
The firfl and faireft of our EftgVjb dames, 
XVhile royal ^^u'^rJheld the fov'rcign rule. 
Now funk in grief, and pining with defpair. 
Her waining form no longer (hall incite 
Envy in woman, or dciire in man^ 
She never fees the fun, but thro* her tears, 
Ahd wakes to figh the live-long hight away* 

Gloft, Marry ! the times are badly chang'd with her 
From Ed'ward*^ days to thefe. Then all was jollity, 
Fcafting and mirth, light wantonnefs and laughter, 
Piping and playing, minftrelfy andmafquing; 
*Tiil life fled from us like an idle dream^ 
A fhew of mummery withoik a meaning. 
My brother, reft and pardon to his foul, 
Is gone to his account, for this his minion. 

The revel rout is done But you were fpeaking- 

Concerning her 1 have been told, that you 

A^e frequent in your vifitatron to hen 

L. Haft. Nofarther, my good lord, thanfricndly pity^ 
And tender-hearted charity allow; 

Gloft. Go to ; I did not mean to chide you for it* 
Fbr, footh to fay, I hold ir noble in you 
To cherifh the diftrefs*d— On with your tale. 

L, Haft, Thus it is, gracious fir, that certain officers^ 
Ufing the warrant of your rnighty name. 
With infolcnce unjuft; and lawlefs power. 
Have feiz'd upon the lands, which late (he held ' 
By grants from her great mafter Edward*^ bounty. ^ ^ 

Gloft. Somewhat of this, but (lightly, have 1 heard • 
And th6' (bme counleTldrs 6f fbrward aenl, ^ 
S6me ofmoft ceremonious fan6^ity, 
Ahd bearded wifdom, often have provok*d • 
The h^ndof jufticfe'to fall heavy oti h'c^J 
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Yet llilly in kind compaflioa of her weaknefs, 
And tender memory o£ £dwarj\ love, 
I have with-hcld the mercilefs ftcrn law 
From doing outrage on her helplefs beauty. 

L. Hafi, Goodhcav^ii, wharendersmercy».backfo» • 
mercy, 
With open handed bounty fhall repay you : 
This gentle deed fliall fairly be fet foremgft,. 
To fcreen the wild -cfcapes -of lawful- paflion,,. 
And the long traih-of frailties flefli is heir to. ^ 

Glofi, Thus far, .the voice of pity pleaded ©nly : 
Our farther and more full extent of grace 
Is given to your rcqucrt. Let her attend, 
And to ourfclf deliver up her griefs. 
She fliall be heard with patience, and each wrong 
AtfulLredrefs'd* But I have other news 
Which much import us both, ifor ilill my fortunes . 
Go hand in hand witli yours : our common foes, 
The queen's relations, our new-fangled gentiry, 
Have falVn th^ii* haughty creds— that foryour privacy/. 

SC!''NE, An afartmcnt in Jane Shore'i >&<?«/?. 
Kilter Belliiiour and Dimiont. . 

5<7/.How fhe has livM you have beard my talc already,-. 
The reft your own attendance in her family. 
Where I have found the means this day to pJaee you^ 
And nearer obfervation beft will tell you. 
Sec v^ith what fad and fober cheer flie comes. 
Enter Jane Shore. 

Sure, or I read her vifage much amifs 

Or grief befcts her hard. Save you, fair lady,. 

The bleffiiigs of the cheerful morn be on you, 

And greet your beauty with its opening fvuects. 

• y. M. My gentle neigb<;ur ! your good wiflies flill- 

Purfue my haplcfs fortune : ah !'. good Belmour ! 

How few like thee, enquire the wretched out, 

An I court the offices of foft humanity ? 

Like thttTrefcrvc their raiment lor the nakedj 

Reach out their bread to feed the crying orphan^ 

Or 
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Ohmix their pitying tears with thofe that weep ? 
Thy praife defenres a better tongue than mine, 
To fpeak and blefs thy nanie Is this the gentlemaOt. 
Whofe friendly fervice you commended to mc ? 
BflL Madam, it is. 

J. Sh* A venerable afpc^l ! [AfidK 

Age fits with decent grace upon his vifage^. 
And worthily beconvps his filvtr locks ; 
He wears the marks of many years well fpent, 
Of virtue, truth well try'd, ..and wife experience ; • 
A friend like this would fuit my forrowj welL 
FortUHc, Ifearme, fir, has meant you ill, [T^Dumonti. 
Who pays your merit with that fcanty pittance. 
Which my poor hand and humble roof caa give. 
But to fupply thefe golden vantages., 
Which elfewhere you might find, expe<5l to-mcct 
A juft regard and value for your worth, 
The welcome of a friend, and the free partnerAiip 
Of all that little good the world allows me. 

Dum* You over-rate me much ; and all my anfwer 
Muft be my future truth ; let that fpeak for me, 
And inak'e up my deferving. 

J. Sh, Are yoLi of England f 

Dutrin Noy.gracious lady,. F/nWtr/ claims my bicth ; 
At Antwerp has my conftant biding l>cen,. 
Where fometnnes I.have known more plenteous days- 
Than thofe which now my failing age affords. 

y. i^h. Alas ! VLt Antwerp ! O forgive my tears ! [IVetping. 

They fall for my offences. and muft fall 

Long, long ere they fliall wafh my ftains away. 
You knew perhaps — O grief ! O (hame ! —my huiband; 

Dum. \ ki-ew him well — but ftay this flood ofanguifl)| 
The fenfclefa grave feels not your pious forrows ;. 
Three years and more are pall, fince I was bid,.. 
With many of our common friends, to wait him 
To his laft peaceful manfion. I- attended. 
Sprinkled his clay-cold corfe with, holy drops. 
According to our church's rev'repd.rite,.' 
And faw him aid, in hallowM ground, to reft. 

J. Sb* Oh !'. thaf my foulhad:known no joy but him> 
That I hadliv'd within his guiltlefs aimS} 

Aiitl 
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And' dying flept in innocence berfide him! 
But now his honeil dull ablitors the fellowihipv 
And icorns to mix with miiie« 

Enter a Servant* 

Ser, The lady jilJcIa 
jSfftends your leifurc. 

y. 8h. Say I wiih to fee her. [Exit Servant 

Pleafef gentle fir, one moment to retire j 
1*11 wait ybu on the inibint ; and inform you ' 
Of each unhappy ctrcumflance, in wWch 
Your friendly aid and cotmfel much may {lead me. 

[Exeunt Belhnour and Dumont* 
Enter Alicia. 

Mc. Stiir,<my fair friend, ftill (hall I find you thus ? 
Still Ihall thefe lighs heave after one another, 
Thcfo trickling drops chafe one another IHll, 
As if the pofting meflfengers of grief 
Could ovenafeifc the hours fled far away. 
And make old Time come back*? 

JmSh* iSo, my ATiciay 
Heaven and his faints be witnefs to my thoughts',, 
There is no hour of all my life )Vr paft. 
That I could wiih iliould take its turn again. 

Mc. And yet fome of thofe days my friend has known^ 
Sbmcof thofe years, might pafs for golden ones, 
M leaft if womankind can judge of happincfs. 
What could we wifli, we who delight in empire, 
Whofe beauty is our fov'reign good, and gives us •• 
Our reafons to rebel, and pow'r to reign. 
What could we nwre thanto behold a monarchy- 
Lb vely, renownM, a conqueror, and young, 
jBbund in our chains, and nghing at our feet ? 

y. 5-6, *Tistrue, the royal ^t/w^jr// was a wonder^ 
The goodly pridfe of all our Englijh jmih. • 
Ht was the very joy of all that Taw him. 
Form'd to delight, to k)ve and to perfuade. 

• Impaffivc fpirirs and' apgelic natures 

* Might have been charm'd, like yki(Kng human 

• weafcner>', [>ng«'. 

# Stoop- d from their hcav*n, and liften'd to his talk* 
But what bsKi I to 4o widi km;s aod co\tm ? 

: • 'My 
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My humble lot had csil mcfar beneath him ; 
And that he was'the firft of all manldnd. 
The brairefl/ and moft lovely, was my curfe. 

jilii\ Sure, fomething more than fortune joinM your' 
loves: 
Nor could his greatnefs, and his gracious form, 
]pe elfewhere match'd fo wcll,»-as to ihcf fweetnefs 
And beauty of my friend. 

% Sb* Name him no more r 
He was the bane and ruin of my peace* • 
This anguiih and rhefe tears, <hefc are thelcgader 
His fatal love has left me-. Thou wilt lec me, 
Believe me, my Alicia^ thou wilt fee me. 
E'er yet a few (liort days pafs o*er my head, 
Abandon'd to the very utmoiV wretchednefs. 
The hand of pow'r has feiz'd almoft the whole 
Of what was* left for needy fife's fupport ; 
Shortly thou wilt behold me poor, ^and kneeling' 
Before tliy charitable door for bread. 

Alic. Joy of my life, my deareft Shre^ forbear ' 
To wound my heart with thy foi'eboding jforrows j 
Raife thy fad foul to better hopes than thele. 
Lift up thy eyes, and let them fliine once more, 
Bright as the morning fun above the mif(* 
Exert thy charms, feck (»ut the ftem prote^r. 
And footh his favage temper with thy beauty ; 
Spite of his deadly, Amrelentingnaturcy 
He (hall be mov'd to pity and redrefs thee, 

J. Sh. My form r alas! has long forgot to>pleafc % , 
The fcene of beauty and delrght is chang'd ; 
No rofes bloom upon my fading cheek, 
Nor laughing graces wanton in my eyes 5 
But hageard grief,' lean-looking fallow care, . 
And pining difcontenty a rueful -train, 
Uwell on my brow, all' hideous and forlorn. • 
One only ihaddw of a hope is left me ; 
The noble minded Hajtings^ of his goodncfs^ • 
Has kindly underta'e'n to be my advocate, - 
Ahd'hiove my humble fuit to angry Gloftcr* 

Alic. Does ///i^/>r^ji undertake to plead your caufe ? * 
But wherefore ibottid be sot? i/^ij^^ has eyes ; 

The 
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Tlic gentle lord has a right tender heart, 

^1 citing and eafy, yielding to impreffion. 

And catching the foft fla.ne from each new beauty j. 

But yours (hall charm him long, 

y. Sh, Away, you flatterer! 
Nor clrargc his gcn'rous meaning with a weaknefs,. 
Which his great foul and virtue miift difdain 
Too much of love thy haplefs friend has prov'dj* 
Too many giddy fooLfh hours are gone^- 
And in f;inta(Hc mcafures dancM away : 
May the remaining few know only friendfliip. - 
So thou, my dcarei}, .triieft, -beft JVcia^ 
Vouchfafe to lodge me in thy gentle heart, 
A partner there ; I will give up mankind, - 
Forget the tranfports of encreaftng paffion^ 
And allthcpan^s wc feel for its decay. 

Alic* Livov! live and reign for ever in my bbfom ; : 

[Embraciagi 
Safe andunrivall'd there poffefs thy own j 
And yoiT,' thr brightefl of the liars above 
Ye faints that once were women here below, 
Bc.witnefs of the truth, the holy friendfliip^ 
Which here to this my other felf I .vow. 
If I not hold her nearer to my foul, 
Than every other joy the world 3m give, 
Let poverty, deformity, and ftiame^ 
Diflra(ftion and defpair fe.ze me on earthy 
Let not my faithkfs ghoft have peace hereafter, 
Nortafte the blifs of your celeftial fcllowftiip. 

y. S6. Yes, thou art true, and only thou art true ; 
Therefore thcfe Jewels, once the laviih bounty 
Ot royal Edwar/i^s love, 1 truft to thee ; [Giving a cajkcfm- 
Receive this, all that I can call my own, 
And let it reft unknown,, andfafe with thee : 
That if the flatt's inju Hce fliould opprefs me. 
Strip me of all, and turn me out a wanderer. 
My wretch'^dnefs may find r€lit;f from thee, 
Aad flielter from the flo-m.. 

AUc --v all is thine : 
Onecoiimon hazani fliallattendus both, 
Aud both be tgrtunafte^ qi boib be wretched* 

But 
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Bat let diy fearful doubtmg heart be ftill ; 
The faints and angels have thee in their charge. 
And all things fiiall be well. Think not, the goo^ 
l^e gentle deeds of mercy thou haft done. 
Shall die forgotten all ; * the poor^ thcprit'ritr, 

• The fatherlefs, the ^iendlefs, and the widow, 
' Who daily own the bounty of thjrhand, 

• Shall cry to heav'n and puU al>le£ng on thee ;^ 
Ev*R man, the mercilefs in fu Iter man, 

Man, who rejoices in our fex'i weaknefs', 
Shall pity. thee, and with unwonted' goednefs- 
Forget thy failings, and record thy praife. 

y. S/j. Why ihould I think that man will do for me-^ 
What yet he never did for wretches like me ? 
Mark by what partial juftice we are judgM : 
Such is the fate unhappy women find. 
And fuch the curfe intail'd upon our kind^*. 
That man, the lawlefs libertiAe, may rove, . 
Free and unqueikionM through the m\ds of lore ; 
While woman, fenfe and nature's eaiy fool. 
If poor weak woman fwervefrom virtue's rule; 
If, ftrongly charm'd, flie lea^ the thorny way,, 
And in the fofter paths of pleafure dray. 
Ruin enfnes,. reproach and endlefs (hame^ 
And one falfe ftep entirely dimns her fame : 
In vain with tears the lou (he may. deplore 
In vain look back on>what (he was before ; 
Shefets, like flars that fall, to rife «o more. 
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ACT II. SCENE continues.. 

Enter Alicia, /peaking to Jane Shott as efiterinv^- 

AUda>^'^^ O farther, gjsntle friend;, good angels 

And fpread their gracibus wings about your {lumbers* 
The drovvfy night grows on the world, and now 
The bufy craftfmen and rhe o*cr-labour*d hind 
Forget the travail of the day in fleep : 
Gare only wakes, and mopmg penfivenefs ; 
"With. meagre difcontented looks they fit, 
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And watch' the waftii^ of the midliight ta|Mr ^ 

Sbch vi.^ilt mull I iLeep^ fo wakes my foul, 

Reaicis and felf-tormemed ! O fiUfe Hsftii^sS 

Thou haf^ deftroy 'd my pe^ce, {ITMrAfiig' mtlmti> 

Vhat ooifeis that? 

What vifitor is thift^ who Witli bold freedofls. 

Breaks ID Ufon thcfUoeaitM night and reft^ 

With fuch a rude approath ? 

£»ter ajcrvmttm 

Ser, One from the court, 
Cord HqfiiH9s (as I think) demands my lady. [hm 

^//V. Hapini^il Be ftill my heajTtv and try to meet 
With hi« own am : with famiood>UBut he comes. 

Enter Lpr^ Haflin^/V^rivifj /V a fcrnmni as entering* 

Haft, Dirmifs my tram, and wtiit alone wtthout*- 
^7/V/^ here! Unfortunate. encouttteri 
But be it as it miy^ 

Mc* Whenhumbly^ tbust^ 
The grctft defoend to viiit the AffiSied. 
When thusi unmindful i^ their icft^ they eomi 
To footlv the ibrrows ef the midttigfat moMrofr, 
Oomfort comes wah^them ; iiKe thcgcdden Ton, 
JTifpels the fullen (hades with her fiveernniltifiioei 
And chcars the meiancholy houfe of cane. 

Hafl. 'Tistrut, Iwouldnotover-rateacottrtc/yi 
Nor let the coldtocfs of delay hang on it, 
To nip and bUft its favour, like a froft j 
Bui rather chde, at this late hour, to come, 
That your fair friend may know I have prevailed ^ 
The lord protctftor has received h'*r fuit, 
And means to fliew her grace. , 

jiUc. Mv friend \ my lord. 

Haft. Ves, lady, yours : none hat a right more am- 
To talk my pmv'rthanTOU. • (ph 

Jlie, I want the words. 
To pay you back a compliment fo courtljj ; 
Bur my heart gvcffes at the friendly meanings . 
And Mo'uot die your debtor. 

Ha^fi. 'Tis well, madam. . 
But 1 womUI fee your friend. 

Aic^ O houfalfclord! 
1 4V0ula be rolflrefs of my heaving hearty . S6Si 
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%&€ this ri^ng rage, and learn from thee 
Todrefs my face m eafy dull indifference : 
ftit Yw*not be ; my wrongs will tear their upay^ 
And rufli at once upon thee. 

Hafi» Are you wife ? 
Have you the ufe of reabn ? Do you wake ? 
l\'hat means this raving, this tranfporting paffidn ? 

AUc* Q thou cool traitor ! thou infulting tyrant* . 
][)9ft thou behold my pcor-iUftradled heart, . 
Thus rent with agonizing k>vx and rage, 
And aik me what it means ? Art thou not falfe ? 
^m I iiot fcorn'd, forfaken, and abandoned, 
Left^ like a common wretch, to-fhame and infamy^ . 
Oiv'n up to be the fport of viHains' tongues. 
Of laughing papaiites, and^ewd buffoons t ' 
And all becaufe my fou^ has doattd on thee 
With love, with'truth, and tendernefs unutterable ! 

Haft, Are thefe the proofs of tendernefs and love i 
Thei^ endlefs quarrels, difcontents, and jealoufiesy 
Thefe ne¥er*ceafing wailings and complainings, 
Thefe furious ftarts, thefe whirlwinds of the foul^ 
Which £Tery other moment rife to madnefs f - 

AUc. What proof, alas \ have I not giT*n of love 2? 
What have I not abandoned to thy arms } 
Have I not fet at nought my noble birth, 
A fpotlefs fame, and an unblemi(h'd race. 
The peace of innocence, and pridd of virtue \ ~ 
My prodigality has giv'rivthee all j 
And now, Pve nothing left me to beftow. 
You hate the wretched bankrupt you have made». 

Haft. Why am I thus purfuM from place to place^. 
Kept in the view, and crofs'd atev*ry turn ? 
la vain I fly, and, like a hunted deer. 
Scud o*er the lawns, and haften to the covert \ 
£'cr I can reach my fafcty, you o'ertake me 
With the fwift malice of fome keen reproach^. 
And drive the wmgcd fliaft deep in my heart. 

AV.c. Hither you fly, and here you feek repofe 5. 
Spite of the poor deceit^ your arts are known. 
Your pious charitable midnight viflts. 

Ml//. If you are wife, and prize your peace of rnind^ 
Yct^ake the friendly counfcl of.my Vonc ; "^^ ^ 
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Believe me tree, nor li^en to your jcaloufy^- 
Bct not that devil^ w^ich undoes your fcx, 
, That curfedcuriofity feducc you, 
Tb hunt for needlefs fecrets, which, ncglc<51ed. 
Shall never hurt your quiet ; but once known, 
Shall fit upon your heatt, pinch it with pain, 
Andbanilli the fweetilcepfor ever €»om you- 
Go to— be yet advis*d ^- 

JlJc. Doft thou in fcom^ 
Preach patience to my raji^, and bid me tamely 
Sit like a poor contented Weor down,* 
Nor da'^e to think thou?ll wrong'd mo ? Ruin feizcr 
And Cwift perdition overtake thy treacher>'« [thee^ 

Have I the leaft remaining caufe to doubt'? " 
Haft thou endeavQur'd once^ hide thy felflioo * ? 
To hide it might have fpoke fome little tendcrnefs, 
Ahd fli'ewn thee half unwilling to undo me : 
But thou difdain'^ the weaknelsofliumanity. 
Thy words, and all thy actions,, have confcf»'ditr 
Ev n now thy eyes avow it, now they fpeak, 
And iufolently own the glorious villainy. 

Hq/9. Well, then, I own my heart has broke your 
chains. 
Patient I bore the painful bondage longf, 
At length ray.genVous lave difdains your tyranny ; - 
The bitternefs and ftings of taunting jcaloufy. 
Vexatious days, audjarnng. joylcfs nights. 
Have driv'n him forth to feck fome fafe'r Iheltcr, 
Where he may reft his H^ary wings in peace. 

^//V. You triumph ! do ! ' and with gigantic pride 
Defy impending vengeance. Heav'n ihall wink ; 
No more hi s: arm fliall roll the dreadAil thunder, 
Nor fend his lightnings forth : no more his jullice • 
Shall vifit rhe»prefuming fons of men, 
But perjury like thine, fliall dwell in fafcty. 

Haji. What'cr my fate decrees for me hereafter^ 
Be prefent to me now, my better angel ! 
Prefervc me from the ftorm that threatens now. 
And if I have beyond attonement finnM, 
Let any other kind of plague o'ertake me, 
Sq I xfcape the fury of that tongue. 
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^lic. Thy prayer b heard — I go— but knowr, ptoud 
lord, 
iHov^e'er thou fcorh'ft the weaknefs (if fny fcx, 
This feeble hand may find the means to reach- the<| 
Howe'er fublime in powV and greatnefs placV, . 
With royal favour guarded round and grac*d ; 
Oncagle*« wuigs my rage ilialitirge*herfiight» 
And hurL' thee, headlong fromth^ topmod height; 
Then, like thy fate, Aiperior will I Jfit, 
And view thee fall'ny and erov*ling at my feet ; 
Sec thy laft breath witli indignation go, 
::And tread thee finking to the (hadei below. [Exit* 

Hqfi^ 'How fierce 4 £ond i$ paifion ! With what 
wildneis, 
What tyranny. untamM-it reigns in woman ! 
Unhappy fex! whofeeafy yielding temper 
Gives way to evixy appetite ali^e.: 

* Each guft ofincUnation, uncontrol'd, 

* Sweeps thro' their fouls and fets them in an uproar; 

* Each motion of the- heart rifes to furyi* 
And love in their weak bofoms is a rage 
As terrible as hate, and as deftrudive. 

* So the wind roars, a'er the wide, fencele£i ocean, 

* And heaves the billows of the boiling deep, 

* Alike from north, from fouth, from eafl, from wefl; 

* With ej^al force. the temped blows by turns 

* From ev'ry comer of-the fcamaa's compafs/ 

- But foftyenow — for here-comcs one, difclaims 
'Strife and her wrangling train-; of equal elements. 
Without one jarring atom was fhe form'd. 
And gentlenefs.andjoy make up her being. 

Efftcr 'J^ne Shore. 

Forgive me, fair-one, if officious friendfliip 

ilntrudes on your repofe, and comes thus late. 

To greet you with the tidings of Tuccefs. 

The princely Glqftcr has vouchfaf 'd your hearing. 

To-morrow he expefts you at the court ; 

There plead yourcaufe, with Jiever-fai ling beauty. 

Speak all your griefs, and find a fuU ^cdrels. 

7.Sb. 
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y. Slf. Thus humbly let your lowly fervant hend. 

Thus let me bowrmy grateful knee to eatth, 
And blefs your noble nature for this goodnefs. 

Hilfi, Rife, gentle tfaune, you wrbng my mearnng 
• much> 
Think roe not guilty of a th«ught fo rakiy 
To fell ray courtefy for thanks like thefe. 

y. 6'^. Tistnie, yourbounty is beyond my fpeakinf: 
But tho* my mouth be dumb, my heart (liall thank yoir; 
And when it melts before the throne of mercy. 
Mourning and bleeding for my paftofienees, 
My fervent foul ihall breathe one pray'r for you, 
.ICprayVs of fuch a wretch 'are heard on high, 
That Heav*n will pay you back, when raoJr you need, 
The grace and goodnefs you have fhewn to me. 
♦ Haji. If there be ought of merit in my fervicc. 
Impute it there, where moil *tis due, to love ; 
Be kind, my gentle ntiftrefs,' to my wifhes. 
And fatisfy ray panting heart with^ beiia.ty. 

J. Sh. AJas ! my lord 

Hafi* Why bend thy eyes to earth ? 
Wherefore tbefe looks of heavincfs-and fori'ow ? 
Why breathes that figh ? my love ? And wherefore falls 
This trickling fiiowV of tears, to ftain thy fwcetnefr? 

y. SJb. If pity dwells within your noble breafV, 
■(As fure it does) Oh, fpcak not to me thus, 

Hafi. Can^I behold thee, and nat fpcak of love? 
.Ev*u now, thus fadlv as thou ftand*ft before me. 
■ Thus defolate, dejeaed, and forlorn. 
Thy foftnefs fteals upon my yielding fcnfef. 
Till my foul faints, and fickens with defire ; 
How canft thou givethis motion to my heart. 
And bid my tongue be flilli 

y . Sij, Caft round your eyes 
Upon the high- born beauties of the court ; 
Behold, like ope-iing rofes, where they bloom, 
Sweet to the fenfe, unfullied all , and Ipotlefs ; 
There choofe feme worthy partner of your heart. 
To fill your arms^ and blefs your virtuous bed ; 
Nor turn your eyes this wayi * where £n and miferj-, 

♦ Like 
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^'^Like loAtlifone weedt,. hww oven-nia the foil, 
-"* And the deflroyery Sbame^ hag laid all wafte/ 

iE/'^.^What jnea!iie(hi8 peevi(b| this fan taftie change ^ 
^ Where is thy wonted pleafanmofs of face, ' 
''Thy wonted graces, and thy dimpled fmiles > 
Where haft thou loft thy wit, and fportive mirtKi 
'^That chearful hears which ut-d to dance for ever, 
:And caft a day of gladnefs alf around thee ^ 

y. Si>* Ybs, I wiU own. I *iBerit the reproach { 
And fcr thofe foolifh days of wanton pnde, 
My foul is juftly humbled to the duft-: 
All tongues, like yours, are licensed to upbraid mCf 
Stillto repeat my guilt, to urge my infamv. 
And treat me like that abje£t thing I hare been. 
'^ Yet let the faints be witnefs to this truth, 

* That now, tho' late, I look with horror baek> 

* That I deteft my wretched felf, and ourfe 

* My paft. polluted life. All-judging Heav'n, 

* Who knows my crimes, hasfecnmy forrowforthemT* 
Haft. No more of this dull ftuff. 'Tis tinie enough 

To whine and mortify thyfelf with penance, 
•^ When the decaying fcnfe is paH'd with pleafure, 

* And weary nature tires in her laft ftage ; 

< Then weep and tell thy beads, when altering rheums 

* Have ftain'd the luftre of thy ftarry eyes^ 

* And failing pallies iliake thy wither*d hand.^ 
•The prefent moments claim more gcn'rous ufe ; 
Thy beauty, night and folitudc, reproach me, 

for haring talked thus long— oome let me prefs thee, 

, ^Laying hold en her^ 
Pant on thy bofom, link into thy arms, 
«Aiid lofe myfelf in the luxurious fold. 

J, Sh. * Never! by thofe chafte lights above, ^ 
♦ fwear^ 
« My foul (hail nevci'know pollution more ;' 
Forbear,imy lord!— rhere let me rather die \'{Kn€eUng* 

* Let qmck dcftruiStion overtake me here,* 
And end my forrows and my ihame for ever« 

Haft. Away mt^ this perverfe«cf<i,- 'tis toomuch* 
^^Tf if yoa ftrivf-p-'thmoaftrotts afEeaations! 

iStrl'ving. 
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y. Sb, Retire ! I beg you leave me*^ ' 

Hafi. Thui to coy it ! — — 
With on^who knows your too> » ■ 

y. Sh. For -mercy's fake— 

jHafi. iJngrateful woman ! Is it thus you Jmy 
"My fervices ?. 

y« Sb, Abandon me fo ruin«— — 
Rather than urge me 

HaJL This way to your chamber^ X^''^^ ^ 
There if you ftrugglc— — 

y.^. Help, Ojrpaetous heaven! 
Help! Save me! Help! 

Emier Dumont^ he ihterp^es. 

Dtm. My lord! for honour's fake— 

Hq/I. Hah ! What art thou ? — Be gone ! 

•Dum* My duty calls me 
To mv attendance on my miilrefs here, 

* J. Sb. For pity, let mc.go'*-**— 

Haft. Avaunt ! bafe groom — - - 

At diftance wait, ^nd ktiow thy office better, 

* Dum, Forego your hold, my lord ! 'tis moft Uft 
* This violence £mdlii] 

* Haft,* Avoid the room this moment, 
*-Or-I will tread thy foul out.' 

Dum. l^'o, my lord— — • 
The common ties of manhood call meliow, 
And bid me thus fl«nddip in the defence 
^f nn opprefs'd, unhappy, helplefj woman* 

Haft. And doll thou know me, flave f 

Dum* Yes, thou proud lord ! 
I know thee well ; know thee with ^ach advantage 
Which wealth, or power, or noble birth can give thc< 
r<know thee, too, for^Yie who flainsthofe honours. 
And blots a longilluftrious line of anceflry. 
By poorly'daring thus to wrong a woman. 
jilft. '^Jls wond'rous well 1 I fee, my faint-like 
dame. 
You (Lmd provided of your braves and ruffians. 
To man your caufe, and blufter in your brothel. 

Dum Take back the foul reproacbi uumaaner'c 
railcr ! 
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X^r tfrge rtiy i^gc too far, left thou ihould find 

I have as daring fpirits in my blood 

As thou or any of thy race 'e'er boafted ^ 

And tho' no gaudy titles gracM my birth, 

^ Titles, the fcrvile courtier*s lean reward, 

"* Sometimes the pay of virtue, but more oft 

* The hire which grcatncfs gives to (laves and fyco* 

phants,* 
Yet heav'n that made me honeft, made me more 
Than ever king did, when he made a lord* 

llafi. Infolcnt villain] henceforth let this teach 
thee [Drazvs antijtnhs bim. 

The diftance 'twixt a^jeafant and a prince. 

Dum* Nay, then, my lord, (drarMtng) learn you 
by -this, how well 
An arm rcfolvM can guard its matter's life. 

* J. Sb^ Oh mv dift<:a6ling fears 1 hold, for fwcct 
Hcav'n.' 
[^^heyfghtj Dumom difarmi Lord HafKngs. 

Haft. Confufion ! baffled by a bafe-born hind ! 

Dum. Now, haughty Sir, where is out difference 
Your life is in my hand, and did not honour, [now I 
The gentienefs of blood, and inborn virtue 
•(However unworthy I may feem to you) 
Plead in my bofom, I fhould take the forfeit, 
But wear your fwOrd agahi ; and know, a lord 
Opposed agailift a man, is but a man, 

haft* Curfe on my failing hand ! your better fortune 
Has given you vantage o'er me ; but perhaps 
Your triumph may be bought with dear repentance. 

[Eiciu 

J. Sh. Alas I what have you done ? Know ye the 
The mightinefs, that waits upon this lord ? [powV, 

Dum. Fear not, my worth! eft miftrefs ; 'tis a caufe 
In which Heaven*s guards (hall wait you. O purfuc, 
Purfue the facred counfels of }^ur foul. 
Which urge you on to virtue ; let not danger, 
Nor the incumbrifig world, make faiht your purpofe* 
JVffifting angels ihall condud your fteps, 
Bring you to blift, and <^rown your days with psace. 

B 'J.S>. 
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y. iS^. O fKat my head were laid, my fad ey*s cloa'^ 
And my cold corfe wound in my fliroud to rctl ! 
My painful heart will never ceafe to beat, 
Will never know a moment's peace till then* 

Dum. Would you be happy, leave this fatal place ; 
Fly from the court's pernicious neighbourhood ; 
Where innocence is fliam'd, and blufliing modefty 
Is made the Icorner^g jell ; where hate, deceit, ' 

And deadly ruin, wear the mafques of beauty. 
And draw deluded fools with fliews of pleafure. "^ 

% ^S;^. Where fhould I fly, thus helplefs and forlorn, 
•Of friends, and all the means of life bereft ? 

Dum. Belmour, whofe friendly care ftill wakes to 
ferve you, 
Has found you out a little peaceful refuge. 
Far from the court and the tumultuous city. 
Within an ancient foreft's ample verge. 
There (lands a lonely but a healthful dwelling, 
•Built for convenience and the ufe of life : 
Around it fallows, meads, and paftures fair, 
A little garden, and a limpid brook. 
By nature's own contrivance feera'd difposM ; 
No neighbours, but a few poor fimple clowns, 
Honeft and true, with a well meaning priell ; 
No fadlion, or domelHc fury's rage, 
Did e'er difturb the quiet of that place, 
When the contending nobles iliook the land 
With York and Lancader's difputed fway. 
YouF virtue there may find a fafe retreat 
From the infulting pow'rs of wicked grcatnefs. 

J, Sh, Can there be fo much happinefs in ftore ? 
A cell like that is all my hopes afpirc to. 
Hafte then, and thither let us take a flight. 
E'er tjie clouds gather, and the wint'ry Iky 
Defcends in florms to intercept our paftage. 

Dum» Will you then j/o ? You gkd my very foul. 
Banifli your fears, caft all your cares on me ; 
Plenty and cafe, and peace of mind fliall wait you. 
And make your latter days of life moft happy, 
O lady I but I muft not, cannot tell you. 
How anxious I have been for all your dangers^ 

Aad 
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Atid*liow my heart rejoices at your fafety. 

So when the fpring renews the flovv*ry field, 

And warns the pregnant nightingale to build^ 

She feeks the fafeft Ihelter of the wood, 

Where fhe may truft her little tuneful brood ; 

Where no rude fwains her fhady cell may know. 

No fenpents cKmb, nor blafting unnds may blew ; 

Fond of the chofen place, (he views it o*er, 

Sits there, and wanders thro' the grove no more; 

Warbling flie charms krach returning nighty 

And loves it with a mothers dear delight, [ExeBfrt* 



ACT III. SCENE, /^^ CoMTU 

^«/^r Alicia, witbafuper* 

Jilie^ ^ I ^HIS paper to the great prote6tor*s haadp 

1 ^ With care and iecrecy muft be coiurey*d t 
His bold ambition now avows its aim, 
To pluck the crown from Edvjard^& infant brow. 
And fix it on his own. 1 know he holds 
My faithlefs Haftws adverfc to Ws hopes, 
And much devotea tothe orphan king ; 
On that I build : this paper meets his dout^ts. 
And marks my hated nval as the caufe ' 
OiHaftings^ zeal for his dead mafter's fons. 
Oh, jealoufy ! thou banc of plealing fi iendfliip, 

* Thou woril invader of our tender bofoms,' 
How does thy rancour poifon all our Ibftnefs, 
And turn our gentle natures into bitternefs ? 

See where flie comes ! once my heart's deareft blcfTiuj;. 
Now my chang'd eyes are blafted with her beauty, 
Loath that known face, and ficken to behold her. 
Enter Jane Shore. 
y. Sh. * Now whither Aall I fly to find relief ? 

* What charitable hand will aid me now ? 

^ Will flay my falling fteps, fupport my ruins, 

* And heal my wounded mind with balmy comfort ?' 
O my Alicia I 

jSUc. What new grief is this ? 
What unforcfeen misfortune has furpriz'd the?, 
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That thus racks thy tender heart ? 

J, SL ODumontl 

Alic. Say, what of him ? 

J. S/f. That friendly, honcft man, 
M^hom Rclmour brought of late to my afliflance, 
« On vvhofe kind care, whofe diligence and fsdth, 
^Iy fureft truft was built, this very mom 
Was fci'//d on by the cruel hand of power, 
Forc'd tVom my houfe, and born away toprifon* 

Ml. To prifon, faid^-ou! Can you guefs the caufe? 

jf, Sb. Too well, I tear. His bold defence of me 
Has drawn the vengeance of Lord Uqfiings onhlm, 

Jlic. Loid Haftirtfrs ! ha ! 

J, Sh. Some fitter time mud tell thee 
The talc of my hard hap. Upon the prefent 
Hang all my poor^ my lail remaining hopes« 
Within this paper is my fuit contain'd ; 
Here as the princely Glojier pafles forth, 
I wait to give it on my humble knees. 
And move him for redrefs. 

[She gives the paper to Alicia, wb^ opens and 
fiftns to read it. 

AUc. [/^Jifk.] Now for a wile, 
To iHng my thoughtlefs rival to the heart ; 
To bluil her fajal beauties, and divide her 
For ever from my pcrjur'd Hajiings* eyes : 

* Tlic wanderer may then look back to me, 

* And turn to his forfaken home again ;' 
Their fafliions arc the fame, it cannot fail. 

[^Pulling out tin other pape^^ 
y. Sb. But fee the great protestor comes this way, 

* Attended by a train of waiting courtiers.* 
Ciive mc the paper, friend. 

AUc. [AJiJe.'] For love and vengeance ! 

[5/>^ gi*ves bcr the other paper m 
KNtcr tU Du\e ©/"Gloller, Sh Richard Ratcliffe, Catelby. 
Courtier jy and other attendants. 
y»Sb. [Kneclhig.'] O noble Glojier^ tuin thy gra- 
cious eye, 
Incline thy pitying ear to my complaint : 
A p(jor, undone, forfukcn, helplcfs woman, 

In« 
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Krtreats a little bread for charity, 

lb feed her wants, and fave her life from pcrifhing. 

G/ofi* Arife, fair dame, and dry your wat'ry eyes, 

[Reccifving the papet^ andraijh her. 
Beilirew me, but 'twere pity of his heart 
That could reifufe a boon to fiich a fuitref^. 
You've got a noble friend to be your advocate ;^ 
A worthy and right gentle lord he is, 
And to his trufl raoft true. This prefent now 
Some matters* of the (late detain our Icifure ; 
Thofc once difpatch'd, we'll call for you anon, 
And give your griefs redrefs. Go to! be comfortedl 

J, Sb, Good heav ns repay your highnefs for this 

And fhow'r dowff bleffings on your princely head. 
Come, .my Alicia^ reach thy friendly arm, 
And help me to fupport this feeble frame. 
That nodding totters with oppreffive woe. 
And finks beneath its load, [Exeunt J. Sh*» and AXiQm 
Ghft, Now by my holidame ! 
^ Heavy of heart Ihe feems, and fore affiled; 
But thus it is when rude calamity 
Lays its {Irong gripe upon thefe mincing minions ; 
The dainty gew-gaw forms diiTolve at once, 
Aid (hivcr at the Ihodc. What fays her paper ? 

{Seeming to reath 
Ha=f What is this ? Come nearer, Ratcliffd Catcjbyi 
Mark the contents, and then divine the meaning, 

\He reads. 
Wonder noi^ princely Gtx^^tT^ at the notice 
This pater hringi you from a friend unknown ; 
Lord Haflings ts inclin'd to call you maflcr^ 
And kneel to Richard, as to Engiand'j >(•/>/§' ; 
« But Shore's hewitcbing wife mjlcads his hearty 
J^d dra^yjs hisferixice to king Etlvvard 'iy^/rj •• 
Dri've her away^ ycu break the charm that holds him^ 
And hcy and all hispoiuers^ attend on you* 
Rat. 'Tis wonderful ! 
Cat. The means by which it came 
TJet fl ranger too ! 

Glofl. You faw it given, but now. 
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RaK She could not know the purportw 

Gloft* No, *ri8j>lain 

She knows it not, it Itvels at her life ; 

Should (he prefume to prate of fuch high matte rt. 

The meddling harlot, dear fhe iliould abide it. 

Cat. What hand foe'er it comes from, be aifur'dy. 
It means your highnefs nell 

Glojf, Ujwn the inftant, 
Lord Hajiiftfs will be here ; thii morn I mean 
To prove bim to the quick ; then if he flincb^ 
No more but this — awav with him at once, 
He mull be mine or notning^-— *Bat he comes ! 
Praw nearer this way, and obfervc ihe welU 

Enter Lord HaltmgSr 
L. HaJI. This foolifli woman hangs about my betr^ 
Lingers and wanders in my fancy flill ; 
This coynefft is put on, 'tis art and cunnin^^. 
And worn to urge defire— I muft poflefs £er« 
The groom, who lift his fancy hand againflme, 
E'er this, is humbled, and repents hia daring. 
Feihaps, ev'n (he may profit by th' example. 
And teach her beauty not to fcorn my pow'r. 
Glofl. This do, and wait me e'er the council (its. 

]^Exeunt Rat. and Ca|« 
My lord, you're well encountred ; here has been 
A fair petitioner this morning with us ; 
Believe me, (lie has won me much to pity her : 
Alas ! her gentle nature was not made 
To buffet with adverfity. I told her 
How worthily her caufe you had befriended j 
How much for your good fake we meant to do. 
That you had fpokc, and all things (lioiild be well. 
Haji. Your hi^hnefs binds me ever to your fervicc. 
Cloft. You know your friendfhip is moft potent 
with us, 
And fliares our power. But of this enough, 
For wc have other mnttcrs for your ear ; 
The llate is out of umc : dillradting fears, 
/Vnd jealous doubts, jar in our public counfels ; 
Amidft the wealthy city, murmurs rife, v 
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Lewd nilings, and reproach on thofe that rule. 
With open fcom of government ; hence credit^ 
And public truft 'twixt man and man, are broke; 
The golden ftreams of commei-ce are withheld, 
Which fed the wants of needy hinds and artizans, 
Who therefore curfe the great, and threat rebellion^ 

Hqfi, The refty knaves are over-run with cafe, 
As plenty ever is the nurfc of fadtion | 
If in good days, like thefe, the headftrong herd 
Grow madly wanton and repine, it U 
Becaufe the reins of power is held too flacky 
And reverend authority of late 
" Has worn a face of mercy more than jufticc. 

GiiffiM Befhrew my heart I but you hare well divinV 
The fource of thefe diforders. Who can wonder 
If riot and mifrule overturn the realm. 
When the crown fits upon a baby brow ? 
Plainly to (peak, hence comes the gen'ral cry, 
And fum of all complaint : 'twill ne'er be well 
With Efigland (thus they talk) while children govern, 

Hafi, 'Tis true, the king i» young j but What of that? 
We feel no want of Ed%vard*s riper years. 
While Glqfter's valour and moft princely wifdom 
So well fupport our infant fov'reign's place. 
His youth's fupport, and guardian to his thron^u 

Giofi^ The council (much I'm bound to thank 'em 
for'O 
Have plac'd a pageant fceptre in my hand, 
Barren of power, and fubje^t to controul ; 
Scorn 'd by my foes, and ufelefs to my friends. 
Oh, worthy lord! were mine the rule indeed, 
I think I fliould not fuffer rank offence 
At large to lord it in the common-weaf ; 
Nor would the realm be rent by difcord thus. 
Thus fear and doubt, betwixt difputed titles.- 

Hafl. Of this I am to learn; us not fuppofing' 
A doubt like this 

Glqft, Ay, marry, but there 15—— 
And that of much concern. Have you not heard' 
How, on a late occafion, Do6lor Shaw 
Ha» mov'd the people much about thcAwii>a\»jAv- « 

B4. oi 
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Oi Edward\ iffue ? By right jp^ve autborky. 
Of learning and religion, plainly proving^ 
A badard icion never ilioiUd be grafted 
Upon a royal ftock ;. from thence, at full 
Difconrfing on my brother's former contract 
To lady Elizabeth LMcy^ long before 
liis jolly match with that fame buxom widow 
The queen he left behind him 

Haft. Ill befall ^ 
Such meddling pricfls, who kindle upconfufion,. 
And vex the quiet world with their- vain fcruplcs I 
By heav'n 'tis done in perfe^ fpitc to peace* 
Did not the king,, . 

Our royal mailer, Ed^Mord^, in concurrence 
With his ellatcs aiTemblcd, well determine 
What courfe the fov 'reign rule fliould take hencefor^ 

% ward ? 

When fhall. the deadly hate of fa^ion ccafe, 
When diall our long-divided land have refl, 
If every peevifli, moody, malecon tent 
i'^hall fct the fcnfelefs rabble in an uproar, 
Fright them with dangers, and perplex their brains,. 
l^.ach day with feme fantaiUc giddy change ? 

(^ylft* What if fomc patriot, for the public good, 
Sliould vary from your fchcme, new-mould the ftate ^ 

Haji^ Curfc on the innovating hand attempts it !. 
Remember him, the villain, righteow heaven. 
In thy great day of vengeance ! blaft the. traitor 
And his pernicious counfels ; who for wealth. 
For powVj tlie pride of greatnefs, or revenge, 
Would plunge his native land in civil wars ! 

Chji^ You go too far, my lord. 

Jiaft. Your highnefs* pardon—— ^ 
Have we fo foon forgot thofe days of ruin. 
When York and Lancafier drew forth the battles ; 
When^ like a matron butcher'd by her fons, 

• And caft befidc fome common way, a fpcdtacle 

• Of horror and affright to paflcrs by,' 
Our groamng country bled at ev'ry vein ; 
When murders, rapes, and maiTacres prevail'd ; 
When chvurcbcs, palaces, and cities, blas'd ; 

When: 
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When infolence and barbarifm triumphM, 
And fwept'away diftiriSion ; pcafants trod 
Upon the necks of nobles : low werclaid 
The reverend croficr, and the holy murC| 
And defolation coverM all the laud ; 
Who can remember this, and not, like me, 
Here vow to fheath a dagger in his heart, 
Whofe damn'd ambition would renew thofe horrors, 
Ani fet once more that fccnc of blood before us ? 
Glofi^ How now I fo hot ! 
Hafi* ^ brave, and fo refolvM. 
G/^ Is then our friendfliip of fo little moment, 
That you could arm your hand againft my life ? 

Haft, I hope your highnefs does not think I mean it*; 
No, heav'n forefend that e'er your princely perfon 
Should come within the fcope of my refentment, 
GlqP, O no\>\Q HaftingA! nay, Tmuft embrace you ; 

[i^mb races Hm* 
By hoXy Paul, you're a right honcft nxaki ! 
The time is full of danger and dillrull, 
And warns us to be wary. Hold me not 
Too apt for jealoufy and light furmifc, 
If when I meant to lodge you next my heart, 
1 put your^ruth to trial. Keep your loyalty. 
And live, your king and country's beft fupport : 
For me, I afk no more than honour gives, 
To think me yoursj and rank me with yourfriends. 

* Haft. Acc^t what t-hanks a grateful heart Ihould 

pay, 

* O princely Ghfter / judge mc not ungentle,- 
•• Of manners rude, and infolent of fpeech, 

* If, when the public fafety is in queftion, 

* My zeal flows warm and eager from my tongue, 

* Glojl. Enough of this : todealinwordycompliment 
^' Is much againu the plainnefs of my nature : 

* I judge you by. myfelf, a clear true fpirit, 

* And, as fuch, once marc to join you to my bofom. 
*. Farewell, and be my fi'iend.* \kxit Gloft, 

Htift, I am not read,. 
Nor fkiird and practls'xl in the arts of greatnefs, 
To kindle jhus, and give a fcope to palRon. 

B s The 
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Th'c^ Duke is furely aoble ; but he touched met 

Ev 'n on the tend Veft point ; the matter- firing 

That makes moft harmony or difcord to me. 

I;oivn the gloriousfubjcdt fires my brcaft. 

And mv foul's darling pafBon (lands confcfs'd : 

Beyond or love's or friendfhip's hcttd band,. 

Beyond myfdf, I prire my native land : 

On rh^s foundation would 1 build my fame. 

And emulate the GreeA and Roman name ; 

Think England*% peace bought cheaply with my bloody. 

And die with pleafurc for my country's goodi \J£xiu 
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Enter Duke ^/Glofler,, Ratcliffe, atfd Catelby. 

G/^^.T^HIS wastlie fum of all: that.he would brook. 

Jg^ No alteration in the prefent flate. 
Marry, at la (I, the teily gentleman 
Was almoft mov'd to bid us bold defiance : 
But there I dropt the argument^ and changing 
The firfl defign and. purport of my fpeech,. 
I prais'^d his good affedion to young Ed\\:art\. 
And left him to beli&^e my thoughts like his. 
Proceed we then in this.fore-mention'd matter, 
As nothing bound or truftinj^ to his frieridfliip. 

Rat, 111 does it thus befall. I couW have vvifli'd 
This lord had flood with us. * His friends are wealthy ;: 

* Thereto, his own poifeflions large and mighty j 

* The valTals and dependants on hia power 

* Firm in adherence, ready j bold, and many ; 
His name hadb«en of vantage to your highnefs,. 
And flood our prefent' purpofe much in ilead.. 

Gloft. This wayward and perverfe declining from us,. 
Has warranted at full the friendly notice, 
Which we this morn receiv'd; I hold it ccrtain,^ 
This puling whining harlot-rules his reafon. 
And prompts his zeal for Edward^% baflard brood*. 

Cat. Il (lie have fuch dominion o'er his heart, 
Aiid turn it.at her will, ybu rule, her fate.; 

And. 
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Apd ihould, bjr inference and apt dcdudxon. 
Be arbiter of his.*- Is jbdt her bread. 
The very means immediate to her Wing, 
The bounty of your hand ? Why does fhe live. 
If not to yi«ld obedience to your pleafure, 
"Bofpeak, to a^, to think as you command !' 

Rat. Let her inftru6t her tongue to bear your met • 
iiigt ; * 
Teach every grace to fmile in your behalf,, 
And her deluded eyes to gloat for you ; 
Hisdui^te reafon will be wound about,. 
Be lecrXnd turn'd again, fay and unfay,^ 
Receive the yoke, and yield exa£i obedience^ 

Gloji. Your counfel lik^s me well, it^ Ihall be frb 

She waits without attending, on her fuit^ 
Go, call her in, and leave us here alone 

Exeunt RatclifFe an^ Catefby;*, 
How poor a thing is he, how worthy fcorn. 
Who leaves the guidance of Imperial manhood. 
To fuch a paltry piece of fluff as this is !' 
A moppet made of prettinefs and pride ; 
That oftener does her giddy fancies change, 
Than glittering dew-drops in the fun do colours— »- 
Now, fhame upon it ! was our i*eafon given 
For fuch a ufe ! To be thus pufPd about; 

* Like a dry leaf, an idle flrttw, a feather,. 

* The fport of every whifHing blafl that blows ? • 

* Beflirevv my heart, but it is wondrous flrange !'' 
Sure there is fomething more than witchcraft<in themf 
That mailers ev'n the wifeil of us all.. 

Enter Jane Shore*, 
Oh ! you are come mod filly. We have ponder'dl 
Qn this you grievance ; and tho'fomfe there are. 
Nay, iind thofe great ones too, who wouM enforce 
The rigour of our power to aiRift you, 
And bear a heavy hand ; yet fear not you : : 
We've ta'en you to our favour ; . our proted^iolr-. 
Shall fland between, and fhield you from mifhafi. ^ 

J* i)b. The blciBngs of a heart with anguifli brokeai 
Ajid rcfcu'd from defpair, . attend your highncfs. 

KVvs 
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Alas ! my gpactous Lord, what hare I done 
To kindle fuch relcnriefs wrath againft me ? 

* If in the days of all my pall ofiTcuces, 

* When rood my heart was lifted «vith delight,. 

* If I withheld my morfel from the hun^y, 

* Forgot the widow's want, and orphan's crj' ; - 

* If I have known a gopd I have not fliar'd, 

* Nor caird the poorto take bis portion with me,- 
^ Let my \\corll enemies (land forth, and now 

* Deny the fuccour, which I gave not then.*' 
Gloft^ Mar#-y there are, tho I.believcthemnoti. 

Who. fay you meddle in affairs of ftate : . 
That you prefume to prattle, like a bufy-body. 
Give your advice, and teach the Lords o'th council^ 
"IVhat fits the order of the common-weal. 

J.8h. Oh, that the bufy world, at lead in -this,. 
Would take* example from a wretch like roe ? 
None then would wafte their hours i»i foreign thoughts,. 
Forget themfelves,. and what concerns- their peace, 

* To tread the mazes of fantaflic falfhood, 

* To haunt their idle founds and flying talesy 

* Thro' all the giddy noify courts of rumour ; 

* Malicious flander never would have lei fu re' 
To learch, with piyihg eyes, for faults abroad, 
If all, like me, confider'd their own hearts. 
And wept the forrovvs which they f6und at home. 

Gloft^ Go to! I know your pow'r ; and tho'l.truft 
not 
To ev'ry breath of fame, I^n not to learn 
That Hqfiinjs;s is profefl'd your loving valTal. . 
But fair befal your beauty : ufe it wifely, 
And it may (land your fortunes much in (lead. 
Give back your forfeit land with large increafe,. 
And place you high in fiifety and in honour. 
Nay, I could point a way, the which purfuing, 
Yon fhall not only bring yourfelf advantage, 
But give the rcalfti much woithy caufe to thank you, 

y. ,Sh, Oh ! where or bow — can my unworthy hand 
Become an inftrument of good to any ? 
Infirud your lowly flavc, and let mc fly 
To yield obedience to your dread commands 

^ Clofi. 
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GJbft. Why, that's well faid— Thus then— Obferva- 
roe well, 
The fkite, for many high and potent reafons^ 
Deeming my brother Edward's fons unfit 
For the imperial weight of England's crowa--» 
J. Sh. Alas! for pity. 

Cloft', Therefore have refolv*U 
Tofet afide their unavailing infancy ,- 
And veft tligji Co v' reign rule in abler hands. 
This, tho* of great importance to the public^, 
Uaftings^ for very peeviflinefs andfpleen,. 
Djcs &ibbornly oppofe,. 

J.M. Does he .^ Does H^«§i/ 

Ghft, Ay, Kaftlngs, 

y, Sh^ Reward him. for the noble deed, juft Heav'ks^ 
For this one adion, guard him and diilinguifli him 
With fignal mercies, and with great deliverance,, 
Save him from wrong,, adv^rfity, and^fliame.. 
ILet ncvfer fading honours flourifli round him. 
And confecrate his name, ev'h to time's end : 
* Let him know nothing elfc but good. on earth,» 
^ And everlafting. blelTednefs hereaftcx,'' 

Gltifi, How now 1 

y.:Sb. The poor, fbrfaken, roj^il little onci! 
Shall they be left a prey to favage power ?^ 
Can they lift up their harmlefs hands in vainj, 
Or cry to Heaven for help, and not to he heard ? 
I'mpoflible ! O gallant generous Hafihgs^ 
Go on, purfue J" aflert the facred' caufe :. 
Stand forth,, thou proxy of allauling Providence,, 
And fave the frrendlefs infants from oppreffion. 
Saints fliall alM tnee wfthp're vailing prayers,. 
And warring angels combat on thy fide. 

Ghft* You're paffing rich- in this fame heav'hlys 
fpeech, 
And fpend It at your pleafure.. Nay, but mark me !* 
My fav.our is not bought with words likethefe.. 
Gto to^-you'll teach your tonp:ue another tale. 

J, Sh, No, tho' the royal ^divardh&s undone me,. 
Hb was my king, my gracious mailer itill;. 

< He 
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* He lovM me toe,, tho' 'twas a guilty flame,- 

* And fatal lo my p'^acc, yet ftiil he lov*d me j 

* \^ itti fonJnefi, and with rendcrnefa he doated, 

* Dwelt in my eyes, and liv'd but in my fmiles :* 
And can I — O my heart abhors the thought ! 
Stand by, and lee his children •obb'd of right ? 

Glofi^ Dare not, ev'n for thy foul, to thwart me 
further ! 
>T6ne of your arts, your feigning and your foolery ; 
Your dainty fqueaniifti coying it to me ; 
Go to your lord, you paramour, begone! 
Lifp in his ear, hang wanton on his neck. 
And play ydur monkey gambols o'er to him. 
You know my purpofe, look that you purfue it. 
And make him yield obedience to my wilK 
Do it — or woe upon thy harlot's head. 

J, SL Oh, that my tongue had evVy grace of fpeech,. 
GrCct and\:ommanding as the breath of kings, 

* Sweet aa the poet's numbers and prevailing 

* As foft pcrfuufion to a love fick maid ;! 
' That I had art and eloquence divine. 

To pay my duty to ray mafter's allies, 
And plead, till death, the caufe oiinjur'd innocence. 
Gioji. Ha*! Doft thou brave me, minion ! Dofl 
thou know 
How vile, how very a wretch, my pow'r can make 
thee ? 

* That lean let loofe fear, diftrefs and famine, 

•• To hunt t^y heels, like hell-hounds» thro' theworld^* 

That I can place thee in fiich abjed ftate. 

As help fhall never find thee ; where, repining, 

Thou (lialt fit down, and gr^w the earth for anguiflij. 

Groan to thepitilefs winds without return ;: 

Hpwl, like the midnight wolf amidil the defart, 

And curfe thy life, in bitternd's and mifcry ! 

J. Sh. Let me be branded for the public fcorn,, 
Tui n'd fo "th and drivrn to wander like a vagabond. 
Be friendle.'s and forfaken, feck my bread 
Upon the barren wild, and defolate wade, 
Ecedon my fighs, and drink my falling tears,. 

E'ir. 
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Ver I confent to teach my lips injufticcy 

Or wrong the orphan, who has none to fare him. 

Crhfi^ °Ti8 well— we'll try the temper of your heart. 
What hoa ! Who waits without ? 

Enter Ratcliffir, Catefby, an J aHcndatUs. 

Rat* Your highnefs pleafure -7— 

Giqfi, Go, fbmeofyou, and turn this ftrumpct forth! 
Spurn her into the (Ircet ; there kt her perim, 
And rot upon a dunghilK Thro* the city 
See it proclaimM, that none^ on pain of death, 
Prefumc to give her comfort, food, or harbour ; 
Who minifters the fmallell comfort, dies. 
Her houfe, her coftly furniture and wealth, 
* The purchafe of her loofe luxurious life,* 
We feize on, for the profit of the ftate. 
Away ! Be gone I , 

^. S/j. Oh, thou moft righteous judge-— 
Humbly behold, 1 bow myfelf to thee. 
And own thy juftice in this hard decree i 
No longer, then, my ripe offences fpare^ 
But vvhaf I merit, let me learn to bear. 
Yet fince *Hs all my wretchednefs can give, 
For my pad crimes my forfeit life receive r 
No pity for my fuffcrings here I crave. 
And only hope forgirenefs in the grave* 

[Exit, J. Shore, guardedly Gate (by and other s» 

Gbf, So much for this. Your projeds at an end. 

This idle toy, thw hilding fcorns my power,. 

And fets us all at nought* See that a guard 

Be ready -at my call.— 

* Rat, The council waits 

Upon y^ur highnefs' leifure*— — ^ 

Ghft, Bid theny enter. 
JE«/^//&^D«)^^ ^Buckingham, Earl o/Dtrby^ Bijhop 

of Ely, Lord Haftings, and othersy. as to the couvciU 

^he Duke of Glofler takes his place at the upper end^ 

then the rejifit. 

Derh, In happy times we are aflembled here, 
T.0 point the day, and fix the..folemn pomp 
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l&rplacihg En^lan^s crown, with all due writes,. 
Upon our fov*reign Edivardh yourhtul brow, 

Haft. Somebufy meddling knaves, 'ti:> faiit, therean 
As fuch will ftill be prating, who prefumc 
To carp and cavil at his royal right ; 
Therefore, I hold it fitting, with the foonefl'^ 
T' appoint the order of the coronation ; 
So to approve our duty to-the king, 
And (lay the babbling of fuch vain gainfayerj. 

jberbn We all attend toknow your highnefs' pleafur 

[To Gloftc 

Chjf. -My lords, a fet' of worthy men you are. 
Prudent and juil, and careful for the ftatc ;. 
Therefore, to your moft grave determination 
I' yield royfelf in all things ; and demand 
What punifhment your wifdom (liall think meet 
T* infli6t upon thofe damnable contrivers^ 
Who fhall with potions, charms, and witching dra| 
PradHfe againft our perfon and our life !• 

Hqfi, So much I hold the king your highnefs debtc 
So precious are you to the common-weal,. 
That I prefume, not only for myfelf^ 
But in behalf of ihefe my noble brothers, - 
To fay, who'erthey bt> tl ey merit death.. 

67^, Then judge you rfe Ives, convince your eyes • 
truth : 
Behold my arm, ihus blaftedj dry, and wiiher'd, 

l^PulliKgufbisJlccji 
Shrunk like a foul abortion, and decavM, 
Like fome, untimely produ(^ of the feaU)ns, 
Robb'd of its properties of Ihcngth and ollice.. 
This is the forcery of Edivartih wife, 
Who, in conjunction with that harlot Shorc^ 
And other li' e confederate midnight hajzs, 
By force of potent fpells, of bloody charadlcrs^- 
And conjurations horrible to hear. 
Call fiends and fpc6lres from the yawning deep^. 
And fet the minillcrs of hell at work, 
To torture and defpoil me of my lite, 

HaJ. If they have done thi« deed— 

CUJ 
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OUfi. If fhey have done It ! 
Talk'il thou to.me of Iff 9 audacious traitor \ 
Thou art that (trumpet witch's chief abettor. 
The patrortattd complotter of her mifchieft , 
And joiuM in this contrivance for my death- 
Nay flart not) lords— What ho I a guard there,, Sirs !!- 

Enter guar J {•. 

hord Hafiings^ I arreft thee of high treaf6ii». 
Seize him, and bear him inftantiy away. 
Idcitva^oot live an hour.. By holy Paul^ 
1 will not dine before his head be brought me* 
JRafcliffe^ flay you,, and. fee that it be done r 
The reft that love me, rife and follow me. 

[^Rxfufit Glofter, auJ Lords fotUwtMg^ 

Manent Lord Hz^ing^ Ratclifie, and Guards. 

Haft., What! and no more but this— How ! to the- 
fcaffoldt 
O gentle RatcUfe ' tell- me, do I hold thee ^ 
Or if I dream, what Ihall I do to wake, 
To break, to flru^gle thro' this dread confufion f 
For fu rely ^death itfelf is not fo painful 
As is this fudden horror and furprize.^ 

Rafc, You heard the duke's conunands to me wci>s 
abfolute. 
Therefore, my lord, addrefs you^ to your fhrift,. 
With all good fpeed you may. Summon your couragei^- 
And be yourfelf; .for y^u muff dfe this inffant. 

Hqft, Yes,. Ratcltffey I will take thy friendly counfel^ 
And die as a man fiiould ; 'tis fomewhat hard, 
To call my fcatter'd fpirits home at once : 
But fince what mud be, muff be — let neceflity 
Supply the place of time and preparation, 
And arm me for the blow. 'Tis but to die^ 
'Tis but to venture on. the common hazard, 
Which many a time in battle I have run ; -^ 

• 'Tis but to do, what at that very moment, 
*' In many nations of the peopled earth, 
*► A thoufaud and a thoufand fliall do with me / 
**lh but toclofe my eyes and fliut out day -light. 
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To view no more the wicked ways of men^ 
No longer to behold the tyrant GUftety 
And be a weeping witnefs of the wocs,^ 
The defolatiouy llaughter, and calamities » 
Which he lliall bring on this unhappy land. 

Enter Alicia. 

Alic* Stand off, and let me paffl— 1 will, I muft 
Catch him once more in thcfe dcfpairing arms, 
And hold him to my heart— O Haftinzs^ Haftinfi / 

Haft. Alas ! why com'fl thou at this draUtiul mo* 
ment 
To fill me with new terrors, new diftra6Hons j 
To turn me wild with thy diftcmpcr'd rage. 
And (hock the peace of my departing foul ? 
Away, I prithee leave me ! 

Aiu\ .Stop a minute- 
Till my full griefs find paflage~0 the tyrant I 
Perdition tall on Glofter\ head and mine. 

Haft. What means thy frantic grief ? 

Alic, I cannot fpeak.— 
But I have murdered thee— Oh, I could tell thee ! 

Uajt* Speak, and give eafe to thy conflicting paffion t 
Be quick, nor keep longer infufpcnfe. 
Time prelTes, and a thoufand crowding thoughts 
Break in at once ! this way and that they fnatch, 
They tear my hurried foul : All claim attention. 
And yet not one is heard. Oh ! fpeak, and leave me, 
For 1 have bulinefs would employ an age, 
, And but a minute's time to get it done in. 

Allc. That, that's my grief — 'tis I that urge thee on. 
Thus haunt thee to the toil, fweep thee frOm earth, 
And drive thee down this precipice of fate. 

Hi{ft. Thy reafon is grown wild. Could thy weak 
hand 
Bring on this mighty ruin ? If it could, 
What have I done fo grievous to thy foul, 
So deadly, fo beyond the reach of pardon, . 
That nothing but my life can make atonement ? 

Alic. Thy cruel fcorn hath flung me to the heart,, 
AAd fet my burning bofom all in flames ; 
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Raving and mad I flew to my revenge. 
And writ I know not what— told the protedor. 
That Sharers dctefted wife, by wiles, had won thee 
Tpplot againfthis greatnefs — He believ'd it, 
(Oh, dire event of my pernicious counfel !) J 

And, while I meantdeHrudion on herhead^ 
He's turii'd it all on thine. 
* Hafi» Accurfed jealoufy ! 

* meicilefs, wild, and unforgiving fiend f 

* Blindfold it runs to undiftinguifhed mifchief, 

* And murders all it meets. Curil be*it8 rage, 

* For there is none fo deadly ; doubly cursM J 

* Be all thofe eafy fools who give it harbour : 

* Who turn a moniler loofe among mankind, 

•* Fiercer than famine, war, or fpotted peftilence ; 

* Baneful as death, and horrible as hell. 

^ M. If thou wilt curfe, curfe rather thine own 
fallhood ; 

* Curfe the lewd maxims of thy perjur-'d fex, 

* Which taught thee firft to laugh at faith and jufBce j 

* To fcorn the folemn fan£lity of oaths, 

* And make a jeft of a poor woman's ruin : 

* Curfe thy proud heart, and thy infulting tongue, 

* That rais'd this fatal fury in my foul, 

* And urg'd my vengeance to unao us both,* 

UaJ}. O thou inhuman I Turn thy eyes away, 
And blaftme not with their deftru6live beams ; 
Why (hould I curfe thee with my dying breath ? 
Be gone ! and let me die in peace. 

AlU Can'ft thou— O cruel Haftlngs •' leave me thus \ 
Hear me, I beg thee — I conjure thee, hear me I 
While with an agonizing heart, I fwear, 
By all the pangs I feel, by all the forrows, 
-TTic terrors and defpair thy lofs fliall give me. 
My hate was on my rival bent alone. 
Oh ! had I once driv'n, falfe as thou art, 
A danger to thy life, I would have died, 
I would have met it for thee, and made bare 
My ready faithful breaft to fave thee from it. 

HaJ\. Now mark! and tremble at heaven's ju{| 
award : 
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WRile thy infatiate wrath and fell revenge, 
Furfu'dthe innocence which- never wrong'd ther|» 
Behold, the mifchief falls on- thee and me : 
Kemorfe and heavinefs of Heart iball wait thee, 
And everlafting anguHh be thy portioh : 
For me, tUe fnares of death are wound about me,i- 
And now, in one poor moment, I am gone. 
Oh I if thou haft one tender thought remaining, 
Fly to thy clofet, fall upon thy^kli^es, 
And recommend my parting foul to mercy. 

ML Oh 1 yet, before I eo for everfrom thee, 
Tuwi thee in gcntlenefi and pity to me, 

{KneeUngi 
And, in compaflion of my ftronpaffliffion, 
Say^ is it poffible you can forgive' 
The fatal raflmefs of ungovem'd love ? 
For, Oh! 'tis certain, if I had' not lov'd thee 
Beyond my peace, my reafon, fame, and life, 
* Defir'd to death, and doated to diftradtiori,' 
This day of horror never (hould have known us». 
Haft. Oh, rife, and let me hufh thy ftormy forrows 

[Ratfi/tg ber 

Afluage thy ttars, for I will chide no morcj- 

No more upbraid thee, thou unhappy fair-one. 

I fee the hand of Heav'n is arm'd as^ainft me 5 

And, \n myfterious Providence, decrees 

To puniib me by thy miftaken hand. 

Moft righteous doom ! for. Oh, while I behold thec^ 

Thy wrongs rife up in terrible array. 

And charge thy ruin on me ; thy fair fame,. 

Thy fpotlefs beauty, innocence, and youth, 

DiflionourM, blafted, and betray 'a by me. 

M'u And docs thy heart relent for my undoing;? 

Oh, that, inhuman CjV^;//^/- could be movM, 

But half fo eafily as I con pardon ! 

Haft> Here then exchange we mutually forgiyencfs 

80 may the guilt of all mv broken vows, 

My pej'jurics to thee, be all forgotten. 

As here my foul acquits thee of my death^. 

As here I part without one angry thought. 

As here Lleai'cthee with the foftcft tcndcrncfs,. 

; Mourn 
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IKburiiing the^ chance of our difaftrous loves, 
•And begging heav'n to blefs and to fupport thee* 
Rat. My lord, difpatch ; the duke hat lent to chide 
me, 
For loitering in my duty— — 
Haft, I obey. 

Mi. Infatiatc, favage monfter ! Is a moment 
So tedious to thy malice ? Oh, repay him. 
Thou great avenger i Giv^ him blood for blood : 
Guilt haunt him ! iiends purfiie him ^ lightningi blaft 
him! 

* Some horrid, curfed kind of death o'er take him, 

* Sudden^ and in the fulncfs of his fins !' 
That he may know how terrible it is, 

- To want that moment he denies thee no\itr. 

"Haft. This ragels all in vain, * that tears thy bofom ; 
-* Like a poor bird that flutters in its cage, 
'^ Thou b^at'ft thyfelf to death.' Retire, I beg thee ; 
To fee thee thus, thou knovv'ft not how it wounds me ; 
Thy agonies arc added to my own^ 
And make the burthen more than I can bear* 
Farewell— Good a: gels viiit thy afflidions, 
And bring thee peace and comfort from above, 

Alt. Oh ! flab me to the heart, feme pitying hand, 

Now ftiike me dead 

Hajl, One thing I liad forgot— 
I charge thee, by our prefent common mifcries ; 
By our paft loves, if yet they have a name ; 
By all thy hopes of peace here and hereafter, 
iJet not the rancour of thy hate purfue 
The innocence of thy unhappy friend! 
Thou know'il who 'tis I mean ; Oh ! fhould'ft thou 

wrong her, 
Juft Heav'n fliall double all thy woes Upon thee. 
And make 'cm "know no end— Remember this. 
As the lad warning of a dying man, 
Farewel, for ever ! ^ \The guards carry Haftings oJ*% 

Alt. Forever! Oh, forever! 
Oh, who can bear to be a wretch for ever ! 
My rival, too ! His lafl thoughts hung on her, 
Aad as he parted* left a blefling for her : 
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Shall flie be blcft, and I be curft, for ever i 
No ; fince her fatal beauty was the caufe 
Of alt my fuflTrings, let her fliarc my paxlis ; 
Let her, like me, of cvVy joy forlorn, 
Devote the hpur when fuch a wretch was born ; 
« Like me, to defarts and to darknefs run, 
* Abhor the day, and curfe the golden fun ;* 
Caft ev'ry good, and ev*ry hope bcfhind ; 
Deteft the works of nature, loath mankind : 
Like me, with cries difb^^^ed, fill the air. 
Tear her poor bofom, rend her frantic hair, 
And prove the torments of the laft defpair. 



^ ACT V- SCENE, the Streeu 
Enter Belmour and Dumont* 

DUMONT. 

YOU faw her, then ? 
BcL I met her, as returning. 
In folcmn penance from the public crofs. 
Before her, certain rafcal officers, 
Slaves in authority, the knaves of juflicc, 
Proclaim'd the tyrant Gloftn'^s cruel orders. 

• On either lide her march'd an ill-look'd prieft, 

• Who v\ ith fevere^ wit'n horrid haggard eyes, 

• Did, ever and anon, by turns, upbraid her, 

« And thunder in her trembling ear damnation.' 
Around her, numberlefs, the rabble fiow'd, 
Should'ring each other,, crowding for a View, 
Gaping and gazing, tauntmg and reviling ; 
Some pitying — but thofe, alas ! how few ! 
The moft, fuch iron heart! we are, and fuch 
The bafe barbarity of human kind. 
With infolenceand lewd reproach purfuM her, 
Hootiog and railing, and with yillainous handf 
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Oath*riag the filth from out the common ways. 
To hurl upon her head. 

Dum, Inhuman dogs! 
How did fhe bear it ? 

Bel. With the gentleft patience; 
Submiflivey fad, and lowly was her look ; 
A burning taper in her hand (he bore, 
And on her fhouiders carelefsly confus'd, 
With loofe negle^ her lovely treiles hung ; 
Upon her cheek a faintifli blufti was fpread ; 
Feeble fht feem'd, and lorely fmit with pain. 
While bare-foot at flie trod the flinty pavement, 
Her footfleps all along were marked with blood^ 
Yet, filent ftill (he pafs'd and unrepining ; 
Her ftreaming eyes bent ever on the earth, 
j£xcept when in fome bitter pangof forrow. 
To Heav'n fhe feem'd in fervent zeal to raifci 
And beg that mercy man deny*d her here. 

Dum. When was this pitedus light ? 
' BcL Thefe lafl two days. 
You know my care was wholly bent on you, 
To find the happy means of your deliverance^ 
Which but for Ha/hngs* death I had not gain'd. 
During that time, altho' I have not feen her, 
Yet divers tru% mefTengers I've fenf, 
To-wait about, and watch a fit convenience 
To give her fome relief, but all in vain ^ 
A churlifli guard attends upon her fleps, 
Who menace thofe with death, that bring her comfort| 
And drive all fuccour from her. 

X>um. Let 'em threaten ; 
Let proud oppreilion prove its fierceft malice ; 
So Heav'n befriend my foul, as here I vow 
To give her help, and Ihare one fortune with her. 

Bel. Mean you to fee her, thus, in your own form? 

Dum, I do. 

Bel. Ah'! have you thought upon theconfecjuence? 

Dum, What is there I Ihould fear ? 

Beh Have you examin'd 
Inrd your inmoft heart, and try'd at leifure 
The fev'ral fecretfprings that move ttie paflions \ 
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Hm mercy fix'4 her empire there fo fure, 
Thai wrath and vengeance never may return-? 
Can you refume a huiband's name, and bid 
That wakeful dragon, fierce refentment, deep ? 

* Dum, Why doll thou fearchfo deep, and urge my 

memory, 
^ To conjyre up my wrongs to life again ? 
^ I have long labour'd to forget myfelf, 
** To think -on all time backward, like a fpace 
'^ Idle and void, wh«re nothing e'^r had being*; 
•* But thou haft peppled it again : Revenge 

* And jealoufy renew their horrid forms, 

'* Shoot ^11 their fires, and drive me to diftra£Hon« 

* Bel, Far be the thought from me ! My care was onlf 
"* To arm you for the meeting : better were it 

* Never to fee her, than to let that name 

* Recall forgotten rage, and make the hulband 
■* Deflroy the gen'rous pity of Dumont^ 

Bum* O thou hall fet my bufy brain at work^ 
^nd now flic mufters up a train of images,' 
Which, to prefeTve ray peace, I had caft afide^ 
And funk in deep oblivion — Oh, that form I 
'I'hat angel fiK:« on which my dotage hung ! 
How I have gaz'd upon her, till my foul 
With very eagernefs went forth towards her. 
And iflii'd at my eyes — Was there a gem 
Which the fun ripens in the Indian mine. 
Or the rich bofom of the ocean yields ; 
W-feat was there art could make, or wealth coUld bay> 
Which I have left unfought to deck her beauty ? 
What could her king do more ? — And yet (he fled. 

BeL Away with that fad fancy—— 

Bum, Oh, that day! 
Tlie thought of it mult live for ever with me. 
I met her, Belmour^ when the royal fpoiler 
Bore her in triumph from my widow'd home! . 
Within his chariot, by his fide (he fat, 
And liflen'd to his talk with downward looks^ 
*Till fudden as flie chanc'd afide to glance, 
Her eyes encoutitev'd mine— Oh \ then my friend ! 
Oh ! who can paint my grief and her amazement ! 

Al 
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A« attlie ftrolre of death, twice turn'd flie pale ; 
And twice a burning crimfon bhifh'd all o'er her ; 
Then, 'with' a ihriek, heart-wounding, loud (lie cried| 
While down her cheeks two gufliing torrents ran 
Faft falling on her hands, which thus flic wrung mm 
Mov'd at her' grief, the tyrant ravifher. 
With courteous adlion wooM her oft to turn ; 
Earneft he feem'd to plead, but all in Tain? 
Ev'n to the laft flie bent her fight towards me, 
AndibllowM me — till I had loft myfelf. 

BeL Alas, for pity! Oh ! thofe fpealcing tears ! 
Could they be falfe ? did flie not fufter with you ? 
For thougii the king1>y force polTefsM her perfon^ 
Her unconfenting heart dwelt ftill with you ; 
If all her former ^voes were not enough, 
Look on her now ; behold her where flic wanders, 
'Hunted to death, diftrefs'd on every fide, 
With no one h^nd te help ; and tell me thent 
If ever niiftry were -known like hers ? 

Dum. And can flie bear it ? Can that delicate franftc- 
Endure the beating of a ftorna fo rude ? 
Caaftie, for whom the various feafons chang'd 
To court her appetite and crown her board, 
For whom the foreign vintages were prefs'd. 
For whom the merchant fpi-ead his filken flores. 

Can flie 

Intreatfor bread, and want the needful raiment^ 
To wrap her fliiv*ring bofom from the weather i 
When ilie was mine, no care came ever nigh her; 
I thought the gentlcft breeze that wakes the fpring. 
Too rough to breath upon her ; chearfulnefs 
Danc'd all the day befoi*e her, and at night 
Soft flumbers waited on her downy pillow— 
Now fad and flielterlefs, peihaps, flie lies, 
Where piercing winds blow fliarp, and the chill rain 
Drops from fome pent-houfe on her wretched head. 
Drenches her locks, and kills her with the cold. 

3t is too much Hence with herpafti>3enccs. 

They are aton'd at full— —Why flay we, then ? 
Ok! let us hafte, my frieiid,^ and find her out« 

C Bd 
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BeL Somewhere about this quarter 4>f the towil^ 
IJiearthe poor abandon 'd creature lingers: 
Her guard, tho* fct with ftrideft watch to keep 
All food and fricndftiip from her, yet permit her 
-To wander in the ftreets, there choofe her bed, 
And rcfl her head on what cold ftone Ihe pleafes. 

Dum, tfere let us then divide ; each in his rov^nd 
To fearch her forrows out ; whofe hap it is 
Firft to behold her, this way lei him lead 
Her fainting fteps, and ineet we here. together. 

[Exeunu 

filter Jane Shore, her hair hanging loofe on bgr Jboulder^ 
and hare'footei* 

Ji Sh. Yet, yet endure, nor murmur, O my foul! 
For are not thy tranfgreffions great and numberlefs ? 
Do they not cover thee like rifing floods. 
And prefs thee like a weight of waters down ? , 
^ Does not the hand of righteoufhefs afflidt thee ? 

* And who fliall plead againftit ? Who fliall fay 

* To powV almighty, thou hall done enough ; 

* Or bid his dreadful rod of vengeance Hay?* 
Wait then with patience, till the circling hours 
Shall bring the time of thy appointed reil. 

And lay thee down in death, * The hireling thus 

* With labour drudges out the painful day, 

* And often looks with long expelling eyes 

* To fee the fliadows rife, and be difmifs'd.* 
And, hark, methinks the roar that late purfu'd Xat^ 
'Sinks like the murmurs of a falling wind, 

And foftens into filcnce. Does revenge 

And raaUce then grow weary, and forfake me ? 

My guard, too, that obferv'd me flill fo clofe, 

Tire in the tafk of their inhuman office. 

And loiter far behind. Alas ! I faint, > 

My fpirits fail at once— This is the door 

Of my ^//V/<i— — BleiTed opportunity ! 

I'll fleal a little fuccour from her goodnefs, 

Kow while no eye obfcrves me, [She knocks at the A^r^ 

Enter 
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Enter Servant* 
Is your lady. 
My gentle friend, at home ? Oh I bring me to her, 

[Goin^ in* 
Ser. Hold, miflrefs, whither would you ? 

^Fulling her hack. 
J, Sh. Do you not know me ? 
6Vr. 1 kpow you well, and know my orders, too z . 
You mufl not enter here ' > 

y.Sb. Tt^ my JLcia^ 
^Tis I would fee her, 

Ser. She is ill at eafe, 
And will admit no vifitor. 

y^ S/j. But tell her 
*Tis I, her friend, the partner of her Hearty 
Wait at the door and beg,— — 

Ser^ *Th all in vain,— 
Go heiice, and howl to thofe that will regard you, 

IS/juts the door and Exit* 

J, Sb. It was not always thus ; the time has been, 
When this unfriendly door, that bars my paiFage, 
Flew wide, and almoft leap 'd from oflf its hinges, 
To give me entrance here ; * when this good houfc 
*' Has pour*d forth all its dwellers to receive me ;* 
When my approaches made a little holiday, 
And every face was drefs'd in fmiles to meet me: 
But now 'tis othervvife ; and thofe who blcfs'd mc. 
Now curfeme to my face. Why flxould I wauder. 
Stray further on, for I can die ev'n here ! 

[She Jits dowjit at the door* 

Enter Alicia in dlforder^ t-j:o fcrvants JvUirjjing. 

Allc, What wretch art thou, whofe mifcry and 
bafenefs 
Hangs on my door; whofc hateful whine of woe 
Breaks in.iioon my forrows, anddiftra^h 
My jarring fenfes with thy beggar's cry ? 

y. Sh, A very beggar, and a wretch, indeed; 
One driv'nby ftrong calamity to feek 
For fuccours here ; one perifliing for want| 

, ' ' ■ C 2 . ' ^V^^v^ 
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tVhofc hunger has not tadcd food thefe three days j 
And humbly alks, for charity's dear fake, ^ 
A draug-^pt of water and a little bread. 

Aiic, \ nd doft thou come to me, to me for breai 
I know thee not— Go— hunt fof it abroad, 
Where >^anton hands upon the earth have fcatter'd 
Or caft it on the waters — Mark the eagle, 
And hungry vulture, where they wind the prey ; 
Watch where the ravens of the valley feed, 
And fcek thy food with them— I know thee not. 

y. Sh. And yet there was a time, when my AUclii 
Ha* thought unhappy Shore her deareft bleffing. 
And mourn 'd the liye-long.day flie jxifs'd. without mtj 
^ U'hen pair'd like turtles, we were ftill together; 

* When often as we prattled arm in arm/' 
IncHning fondly to me flie has fworn, 

She lov*dme more than all the world beiides. 
Allc. Ha! fay 'It^ thou! Let me look upon thtc 
well— 
'Tis true— 'I know thee now — A mifchiefon thee! 
Thou art that fatal fan*, that' curfed flie, 
That fet ^y brain a madding. Thou haft robb'd mej^ 
Thou haft undont mz — ^^Murder! O my Hafiin^s! 
See his pale bloody head fhoots glaring by me ! 

* Give me him back again, thou foft deludcr, 

* Thou beauteous witch', 

* J, Sh. Alas ! I never wronged you— 

* Oh 1 then be good to jrte ; have pity on me ; 

* Thou never knew'ft the bittcrnefs of want, 

* And may'ft thou never know it. Oh ! beftow 

* Some poor remain, the voiding of thy table,- 

* A morfcl to fupport my famiiliM foul.' 
jilic* Avaunt ! and come not near me— 

y. iib. To thy hand i 

I trufted all ; gave my whole ftore to thee,' 
Nor do I aflc it back ; allow me but 
The fmallcd pittance^ give me but to eat. 
Left I fall down and perifli here before thee. 

Alic. Nay ! tell not me ! Wherc is thy king, thy 

And all the cringing tcain of courtiers^- 

That 
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That bent the knee before thee ? 
^ f. ^b. Oh ! for mercy ! - 

u4l'L\ Mercy ! I kno\V it not— for I am mifcrable. 
PlI give thee mifeiy, for here' (lie dwells ? 
this is her houfe, where the fun never dawns. 
The bird of night fits fcreaming o'er the roof, 
Grim fpe6lres fwecp along the horrid gloom, \ 
And nought is heard but w^ilings and lumcnting?. 
Hark! fomcthing cracks above! it fliakes, it totters 1 
And fee the nodding ruin falls to crufli me ! 
"!risfairnr^ *tii here! I felt it on my brain! 

* ijl Scr*v. This light diforders her— 

* 2// ^er<v. Retire, dear lady — 
*' And leave this woman — ' 

j^iic. Let her take my counfcl : 
Why fliould'ft* thou be a wretch ? Stab, tear thy heart. 
And rid thyfelf of this dete (led being : 
I wo'not linger long behind thee here. 
A waving flood of blueifh fire fwells o'er me ; 
And no.v 'tis out, and I am drown'd in blood. 
Ha ! what art thoul thou honid headlcfb trunk? 
It is my Hajlifi^s ! fee he wafts me on ! 
Away ! I go, I fly ! I folio .v thee ; 

* But co:ne not thou with'mifchicf-making beauty 

* To interpofe between us, look not on him, 

* Give thy fond arts and thy delufions o'er, 
^"for thou flialt never, never part us more.' 

[^Sie runs Ojlf^ her Scrrvitnts following. 

y. Sh, Alas !' file raves ; her brain, I fear is turn'd. 
In mercy look upork-her, gracious Heav'n, 
Nor vifit her for any wrong to me. 
Sure I am near upon my journey's end ; 
My head runs round, my eyes begin to fail. 
And dancing fliadows fvvim before my fight. v 
I can no more, [l.'cs ^o^v»] receive me, thou cold earth, 
Thou common parent, take me to thy bofon), 
And let me reft with thee. 

Enur Belraour. 

Bel. Upon the ground ! ' 

Thy mii'eries can never lay thee lower, 
Loi/k up,, thou poor afHitftcd one ! thou mourner, 

C 3 ^ -\N;\\:im 
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Whom none has comforted ! W^crc arc thy frienc^.. 
The dear companions of thy joyful days, 
Whofe hearts thy warm profperity made glad, 
Wliofe arms were taught to grow like ivy round theCfp 
And bind thee to their bofoms ? — Thus with thee, 
Thus let us live, and let us die, they faid, 

* For furc thou art the lifter of our loves, 

* And nothing (hall divide us* — Now where are they? 
J. Sj. Ah, Bdmour! where -indeed ? They ftand- 

aloof. 
And view my defolation from afar ! 

* WHicn they pafs by, they lliake their heads in fcom^ 

* And cry, behold the harlot and her end!*' 
And yet thy goodnefs turns afide to pity me. 
Alas? there may be danger ; get thee gone!' 
Let me not pull a ruin on thy head, 
Leave roe to die alone, for I am fall'n 
Nev^r to rife, and all relief is vain; 

BcL Yet raife thy drooping head ; for I am comer 
To chafe away defpair. Behold ! where yonder 
That honeft man, that faithful, brave, Dumont^ 
Is haftlng to thy aid— 

y. Sh. Dumoiit ! Ha ! where \ 

[Ra^Jj^g herfclf^ and looking about w- 
Then Heav'n has heard my pray'r ; his very name 
Renews the fprings of life, and chears my foul. 
Has he then 'fcap'd the fnare ? 

Be], He has ; but fee 

He comes unlike to that Dumonl^ you knew. 
For now he wears your better angel's form, 
And comes to vifit you with peace and pardon. 
Enter Shore. 

7. Sb. Speak, tell me I Which is he ! And ho \ 
what wouid 
This dreadful vifion T See it comes upon me- 
lt is my hulband Ah ! [She Jwo^uSw 

S/j, She faints! fupport her ! 

* Suftain her head, while I infufe this cordial 

* Into her dying lips — from fpicy drugs, 

* Rich herbs and flow'rs, the potent juice is drawn ; 
^ With \vond*rous force it ^ikcs the lazy fpirits, 

* Drive* 
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• "Drives them around, and wakens life anew.* 

£eU Her weftknefs could not bear the ilron^ fur^ 
prize. 
Sat fee, Ihe ftirs ! And therfefurning blood' 
Faintly begins to blufh agafn,^ and ki'ndle 
Upon hef afliy cheek^— ^ 

^. So-*-gently raife her— ['R^ifi^g^ ^^ u^^ 

J. Sb. Ha r What art thou ? Sdmur! 

Bel. How fare you lady ? 

J. Sh. My heart is thrill'd with horrdr-K 

BcL Be of courage — 
-Your hufband lives \ 'tis he, iny woVfhieft friend— 

J. SO, Still art thou there l— Sfill dofl; thou hover 
round me !' 
Oh, fave me, Belmour^ from his angry fliaJc ! 

Bel. 'Tis he himfelf !— he lives f look up^— 

J. Sb, I dare not ! 
Oh ! that my eyes could fliut him out for ever— r 

Slj. Am 1 fo hateful', then, fo deadly to thecy 
Jo blaft thy eyes with horror ? Since I'm grown 
A burthen to the world, myfelf, and thee. 
Would I had ne'er furviv'd to fee thee more. 

^. Sjb^ Oh t thou moft injur'dr— dolV thou live, in* 
deed ! 
Fall then, ye mountains, on my guilty head ; 
Hide me, ye rocks, within your fee ret caverns 5 
Call thy black veil upon rry fliame, O Night I 
. And (Tiield me with thy fable wing for ever. 

S/j*- Why doft thou turn away P^— — .Why tremble- 
thus? 
Why thus indulge thy fears ? and in defpair. 
Abandon thy diftra^led foul to horror ? 
Caft every bkck and guilty thought behind thee. 
And let *e'm never vex thy quiet more. 
My arms, my heart, are open to receive thee, 
To bring tkiee back to thy forfaken home. 
With tender joy, with fond forgiving love. 
And all the longings of my firft defires. 

* y. Sb. No, arm thy brow with vengeance 5 and 
• appear 
• The miniiler of Heaven's iticjuiring juflice. 
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An-ay thyfelfall terrible for judgment. 
Wrath in thy eyes, and thunder in thy voice ;- 
Pron )i ncc my fentcncc, and if yet there be 
A "vv jc I have not felt, inflict it on me. 
*• 6/j, The rrvicHfure of thy forrows iscompleatj 
And I am come to fnatch thee from injuilice. 
Ttic hand 6f pow'r no more fliall crufli thy weaknefsi* 
Nor proud oprrcflion ^Vind thy humble foul. 
' y, 8h, Art ihou not rifcn by miracle- from death? 
Thy iliroud is fall'n from off thee, and 'the grave 
Whs bid to gave thee up, that thou might'ft come 
The meflenger of grace and goodnefs to me. 
To i>al my peace, and blefs me 'ere I go. 
Oh ! let me-thcn fall down beneath thy feet, • 
And wpep my gratitude for ever there ; 
Give, me your drops, ye foft defcending rains, • 
Give me your ftreams, ye never ceafing fpfings, 
l* hat my fad eyes may ftill fupply my duty. 
And feed an evcrlailing flodd of Ibrrow. 

* S'h, Wafle not thy feeble fpirits — I have long' 
Beheld, unknown, thy mourning and repentance J* 
rrtiertfore my htart has fet alide the pafl, - 

And holds thee v/hlte, as unoffending innocence : ■ 
Therefore in fpite of cruel GlnJIcrh rage. 
Soon as my friend had broke my prifon doors, 
I flew to thy affiilancc.' Let us haftc, 
No V vvhiie occafion fceins to fmile upon us, 
Forfake this place of fliamc, and find a flielter. 
y, Sh. What'fliall I fay to you ? But 1 obey— 
i>h. Lean on my arm *— — 
y, Sh. Alas ! I'm wond'rous faint : 
But that's not Urange, I have not eat thefe three day? i 
^. Oh, mercilefs ! * Look here, my. love, I've 
* brought thee 

* Some rich conferves f 

* y, Sh. How can you be fo good ? 

* But you were ever thus. I well remember 

* With what fond care, what diligence oF love,- 

* You lavifli'd out your wealth to buy me pleafures, 

* Preventing wvcry wifli: have you forgot 

* The collly firing of pearl you brought me home, 

<'And 
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5 And tiedabout my neck ?— How could I leave 

* you^l 

* Sh,^ Taflc fome of this, or this— — 

* ^. Si;, You're llran^ly aiter'd 

* Say, gentle Belmour, is he not ? how pale 

* Your vifage is become ? Your eyes are hoHow | 

* Nay, you are wrinkled too— —Alas ti^.e day ! 

* My wretchednefs has coft you* many a tear, 

f And n)any a bitter pang, iince laft we parted. 

* j;&« No more ot that---— tkou talk'ii| but doft 

* not cat,* 

y. Sb* * My feeble jaws forget their common of. 

* iicc, 

* My taftelefs tongue cleaves to the clammy rok)f» 
; ' And now a gen*ral loathing grows upon me** 

[ Oh ! I am fick at heart !,—- — 

Sh. Thou murderous forrow ! 
\ Wo*t thou dill drink her blood, purfue her flill ! 

Muft file then die ! O my poor penilent ! 

Speak peace to thy fad heart : me hear* me not ; 

Grief matters ev'ry fcnfe^* help me to hold her— 

Enter Catefby, luith a guard* ~ 

Cat, Seize on 'em both, as traitors to the {late— 
BtU What means this violence ? 

\Tbe Guards ky bold an Shore <i«i/ Belmovir. 

Cat, Have we not found you. 
In fcorn of the protestor's ftri6t command*, 
Aflifting this bafe woman, and abetting^ 
Her infamy ? 

Sb. Infamy on thy head ! 
Thou tool of power, thou pander to authority f 
I tell thee, knave^ thou know'ft of none fo virtuous^ 
And file that bore thee was an jEtbiop to her. 

Cat* You'll anfwer this at full— away with 'emgr 

Sh. Is charity grown ^reafon to your court ) 
What honeft man would live beneath fuch rulers ?' 
1 am content that we Ihould'ciic together 

Cat, Convey the men to prifon ; but for her, 
leave her to- hunt h^p fortune as (he may. 
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y, Sk I will nor part with him— fof me !'- 
for me ! 
Oh ! muft he die for mc ! 

[^Following him OS be is carrifd off-^Shefa 

Sl\ Inhuman villains ! \Breah from the guar, 

Stand off ! The agonies of death are on her " 
She pulls, fhe gripes me hard with her cold hand. 

^. Sh. Was this blow wanting to compleac m 
ruin ? 
Oh ! let me go, ye miniflers of termor. 
He fliall offend no more, for I will die. 
And yield obedience to your cruel mailer* 
Tarry a little, but a little longer, 
And take my laft breath with you. 

iih. Oh, my love ! 

* Why havel liv'd to fee this bitter moment,-'^ 

* This grief by far furpaffing all my former f' 
Why doft thou ^ts. thy dying eyes upon me. 
With fuch an earned, fuch a piteous look, 

As if thy heart were full of fome fad meaning 
' Thou could'lt not fpeak ? 

y. Sh, Forgive me ! < but forgive me ! 

Sh, Be witnefs for mc, ye celefhal hoft. 
Such mercy and fuch pardon as my fout 
Accords to thee, arid begs of heav'n to fhew thee ; • 
May fuch befal me at my lateft hour. 
And make my portion blcft or curil for ever. 

7. Sh, Then all is upll, and I Ihall deep in peacc-:^ 
'Tis very dark, and I have lofft you now t 
Was there not fomcthing I would have bequeath*! 

you ? 
But I have nothing left me to beftow. 
Nothing but one fad l^gh. Oh ! mercy, Kkav'n ! 

\Diei. 

Bel. There fled the foul, 
And left her load of mifery behind. • 

Sh. Oh, my heart's treafure ! Is this pale fad vifagc 
All that remains X)fthcc ? * arc thcfc dead eyes . 

* The li|^ht thatchccr'd my ibulr* Oh, heavy hour! 
Bat I will fix my tremhiincr li|>^to thine, 

'Till I am cold and remclers auite,. as thou art. 

^ \ Whflti 
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^hat, muft we g^art, then ?— will you— — 

l^To the guar {is takins; hi>n av:ay^ 
ire- thee well— ^*— {^ij/*»S ^^f* 

ow execute your tyrant's will, ^nd lead me 
3 bonds, or death, 'tis equally indifferent. 
Bel. Let thofe, who view this fad example, know, 
"hat fate attends th€ broken marriage vow ; 
ad teach their chiWren in fucceeding times, 
o common vengeance waits upon thefe crimes, 
hen fuch fevere repentance could not fave 
om want, from ihame, and an untimely grave# 

{^Exeunt omncs. 
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iFbj UaJivitb horrid inJBwsJs^ detent lives ; 
7*«, iK-hoj fir 42.1 you an imfucb a iaJdn^y 
T9 fee j9Mr jp,ujh drinhmg^ gammg^ raking j 
Tct make a c»nJdetue^iU •/ cmckeld-^naking ; 
ffijot can vje fay your far^on to ohtaiu ? 
This mailer here v^€u frou^ d agalnji foer Jane : 
She never once denied it j hut^ in Jbort^ 
Whimper^ d^ and erf d^"-^ S^^etSiry Pm forty for*t, 
*Twas well he mit a iindj gcodmatur^ d fouly 
We are not aU fo eaj^ to controulh 
I fancy one mi^btfindin this good hnxyn. 
Some nvoud ha* told the gentleman bis o'wn "; 
Have anfiver d fmart^'*'*' To i\:hat do you pretcstd^ 
** Blockhead P-^As if I mufi mot fee ufrUndt 
** Tell me of hackney coacbes-^^Jaunts to tP ciiy^'^ 
*« Where fiould I buy my china?— Faith rUfitye^*^ 
Our ivfe was of a milder^ meeker fpirit ; 
You I 'fiords and mqflers / — fj^as not that fome merit ? 
Don t you allo-iv it to be a virtuous hearings 
When nue fuhmit thus to your domineering ? 
Welly peace be with her^ fhe did wrong mojl furcly 5 
,But fo do many more who look demurely. 
Nor Jhould our mourning madafn weep alone^ 
Th^re are more ways ofwicledncfs than one. 
If the reforming fagc Jhould fall to Jhatning 
Ill-nature^ pride^ hypocrify^ and gami7ig ; 
^he poets frequently might move compajjion^ 
^nd with fhc'tragedies d^er-run the nation. 
7 hen judge the fair offender with good nature^ 
And let your fellow 'feeling curb yourfatirc» 
What if our neighbours have fome little failings 
Mufl we tieeds fall to damning and to railing f 
For her excufe too^ be it underfood^ 
That if the women was not quite fo goody 
Her lover was a king, fhe jftef)} and blood. 
jtndjincejhe^s dearly paid the finful f core ^ 
Hi kind at lafiy and pity poor Jane Shore# 
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f •» Th« Reader is defired to obfenref that th«NPal&iget 
omitted in the Reprefentation at the Theatms ait 

here prefervcd^ and marked with inverted Commaii \ 

at in Line i^6 to x8 in Page »•— — ii^. The addi* \ 

lions made at the Theatres are diftinguiihed bj h^Mti ' 

between inyertedCfiniaasi, as kI^39iJP«Ce'9»' : 
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H^ ROYAL HIGHNESS 

The PRINCESS. 



MADAMt 

nPHAT high Station, which by Your Birth 7oi» 
•^ hold above the People, exafts from cTeiy one, as 
a Dufyy vMiaterer Honours they are capable of payJ^g 
Ifib yonr Royal Higbneft : But that morr exalted Place, 
tP. irtiich Your Virtues have raifed You above the reft 
of Princes, makes the Tribute of our Admiration and 
Praife radier a Choice more immediately preventing 

JlmJ^, ' : 

The jnb& Gntlitn^ Is ever hasdkA m a pobEck 
Benefit I and what is univerfally bleiTed, is always an 
imiverfi^ Bleffi^g. Thus from Yourfelf wt derive tbe 
Ofierings which we bring; and that Incenfe which 
arifesto Your Name, only returns to its Original, and 
but naturally requites the Parent of its Being. 

From hence it is that this Poem, tronHituted on a Mo- 
ral^ whofe End is to recommend and to encourage 
Virtue, of confequence has recourfe to Your Ropl 
Highnefs^ Patronage ; afpiring^ to caft itfelf beneath 
Your Feet, and declining Approbation, till You fhall 
condefcend to own it, and vouchfafe to fliine upon it as 
on a Creature of Your Influence, 

'Tis from the Example of Princes that Virtue becomes 
a Faihion in the People ; for even they who are averfe 
to Inftruftion, wfll yet be fond of Imiution. 

a 2 * ^ ^>J- 
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But there are Multitudes, who never can hafeJleatw 
^or Opportunities of fo near an Accefs^ as to partake 
cf the Benefit of fuch Examples. And to thefe, Tra. 
•gedy, which diflinguiflits itfelf from the vulgar Poetry 
by the Dignity of its Characters, may J)e of Ufc and 
Information. For they who are at that Diflance from 
original Greatnefs, as to be deprived, of the Happinefa 
of contemplating the Perfe6iions and real Excelleocies 
of Your Royal Highnefs's Perfon in Your Court, may 
yet behold fome fmall Sketches and Imagings of the 
Virtues of Your Mind, abftradted, and reprefented on 
thcTheatre* 

. Thus Poets are indrufled, and inlhruft ; not aloie 
by Precepts which perfuade, but alfo by Examples 
¥^iich illuftrate. Thus is Delight interwoven with In- 
ftrudionx when not only Virtue is prefcribed, but aiTo 
reprefented. 

But if we are de%hted with the LiveHnefs of a feigned 
Reprefentation of great and good Perfons and their 
Actions, how mufl we be charmed with beholding t;he 
Perfons themfelves ? If one or two excelling Qualities, 
barely touched in the fingle Adion and fmall Compafs 
of a Play, can warm an Audience with a Concern aad 
Regard even for the feeming Succefs and Profperity of 
the After ; with what Ztal mufl the H«arts of all be 
filled for the continued and fncreaCng Happinefs of 
thofe, who are the true and living Inftances of ele- 
vated and perfilting Virtue ? Even the Vicious themfelves 
mull have a fecret Veneration for thofe peouHar Graces 
- and Endowments, vrhlch are daily fo eminently con- 
fpicuous in Your Royal Highnefs ; and, though repin- 
ing, feel a Pleafure which in fpite of Envy they per-force 
approve. 

If in this Piece, humbly offered to Your Royal High- 
nefs, there (hall appear the Rcfcmblance of any of thofe 

many 
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many ExceUeslcies which you fo promifcuoufly poflefs, 
^ be drawn fo as to merit Your kaft Approbation, it 
has the End and Accomplifhment ef its Dcfign. And 
however imperfeA it may be in the Whole, through 
the Inexperience or Incapacity of the Author, yet, if 
|here is fo much as to convince Your Royal Highnefs^ 
that a Play may be with Induilry fo difpofed (in fpite 
ofthe licentious Pradice of the modern Theatre) as to 
become fometimes an inxiocent, and not unprofitable 
Entertainment ; it wfll abundantly gratify the Ambitigflf 
asd reconpenfe the Endetvoun, of 

Your Royal HigfaneiB's 

Moft Obedient* and 

Mod humbly Devoted Servant, 

WILLIAM CONGREVE. 
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And a Ufi Number now W9uutnu$ll tontwi fif 
NewPlayi did then Hie Almanmh appear.^ 
' ' ' " * ^ I J ear t 



AndOm was thought fujicieni for a 

Tbo* they are more like Almanaeh of late j 

For in $ne Tear^ I tUnif thy* re out of Ddte. 

Nor were they without Reajon joined together / 

For jufi ae one trogno/Hcatee the WecAber^ 

H«w pkutUulihe Crops f orfcarcethe Grain, 

What PefiUef Thunder, and what Show* re of Ram / 

So toother eanfotretd, ty eertedek^ules. 

What Crowae of Coxcomht, or what Ptoodt ofF^lh 

Infuch'Rie Prophecies were Po-.tsfklWd, 

Which now they find in their own Tribe fulfil* d : 

The Dearth ojWtt, they didfo long prejage, 

Isfahan on us, and almoft Jlarves the Stage, 

}r ere you not grieved y as often asyqit-fetw 

Poor AQors thrajbfuch empty Sheafs of Straw ? 

Toiling and lab'ringy at their Lungs^ Expence, 

Toflart a jfejly or force a tittle Senfe, 

Hard Fate for us! Jlill harder in th* Event ; 

Our Authors fitly but we alone repent* 

Still they proceed j and^ at our Chargey write worfc^ 

*Twere fome Amends if they could reimburfe : 

But there's the Devil, tho' their Cattfe /j tojly 

There'* s no recovering Damages or Cojl, 

Good M'^tSy forgive this Liberty lue tahcy 
Since Cufom gives the Lofers leave tofpeah. 
But if y provoked y your dreadful HTath remained 
Take your Revenge iipon the -coming Scenei^ 

For 
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^hat damned Poe^sJ^aredwho damns a Brother^ 

te Thief ^f cafes that executes another • 

far aume does to the Was relate / 

from the r^ we'bofea better Fate* 

^eafe and move has been our Poet^s Theme, 

nay AreQ^ but Nature is his Aim ; 

Nature mifs^d^ in vain he boa/is his Art^ 

)nfy Nature can ^3 the Heart* 

freely Judge the Scenes thatJhallenfuCf 

2s with Freedom f judge with Candour to^ 

>ould not hfe thro* PrguMce his Cauje ; 

would obtain frecarioifly Appiaufe. 

rtial.Cenfure %e requefisfrom all^ 

urcd byjufi Dicrat tojiand or/all^ 
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THE 

MOURNING BRIDE* 



ACT I. SCENE a Room of State. 

Vhe Curtain rt/ingjlowly tofoji Mufk^ diffovers Almcri* 
in Mournings Leonora waiting in Mournings 

j^itr the Muftc^ Almeria rifes from her Chair ^ ami 
comes forward. 

Almeria. 

MUSIC has charms to footh a favagc brcaft. 
To foften rocks, or bead a knotted oak« 
I've read, that things inanimate have moved^ 
And, as with living fouls, have been inform'(^ 
By magic numbers and pcrfuafive found. 
What then am I ? Am I more fenfelefs growiK 
Than tre^s, or flint ? O force of conftant wocj 
*Tis not in harmony to calm my griefs. 
Anfelmo bleeps, and is at peace ; lall mb^ht 
The filent tomb received the good old^kiffgj 
He and his forrov/s now are fafely lodged 
Within its cold, but hofpitable bofom, ' 
Why am not I at' peace ? 

Lsotu Dear madam, ceafg. 
Or moderate your ^ief ; there is no caufe'— . 

Aim. No^caufe ! Peace, peace ! there is eternal ORufe^ 
And mifery eternal will fucceed* 
Thou canft not tell — ^thou haft indeed no caufe. 

Leoa. Believe me^ madam, I lament Aofelmo^ 
And always did gompalfionate his fortune : 
Have often wept, to fee how cruelly 
Your father kept .-in chains his fellqw-klng ; 
And oft at nignt, when all have been retir'd. 
Have fto^Jf from bed* ajud tp hi^ prifo»-ctt»t ^ 

■ " A • Whcrt, 
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"Where, while his gaoler flept, I thro' the grate 
Have foftly whifper'd, and inquired his health ; 
Sent in my fighs and pray'rs for his deliv'rance ; . ^ 
For (ighs and pray'rs were all that I could 6ffen 

j^Im. Indeed thou haft a foft and gentle nature. 
That thus could melt to fee a ftranger's wrongs, ' 
O Leonora, hadft thou known Anfelmo, 
"How would thy heart have bled to fee his fttfF*ring6 ! 
Thou hadft no caufq, but general compaflion* • 

Leon. Love of my royal miftrefs gave me caufe;^. ^ 
My "love of you begot my grief for nfm f 
For Lhad heard, that when the chance of war 
Had blcfs'd Anfelmo's arms with viftory. 
And the rich fpoil of all the field, and you. 
The glory of the whole, were made the prey 
Of his fuccefs ; * that then, in Ipite of hate, 

• Revenge, and that hereditary feud . . 

* Between Valentia*s and Granada^s kings,* 
He did endear himfelf to jx)ur affe£Uon, 

By all the worthy and indulgent ways 

His moft induftrious goodnefs could invent ; 

Propofing, by a match between Alphonfo 

His fon, the brave Valentian prince^ and you. 

To end the long diflenfion, and uuite ^ ,- 

The jarring crowns, 

* j^/m. Alphonfo ! O Alphonfo ! ^ . 

< Thou too art quiet — ^long haft been at peace-^ 

• Both, both — ^father and ion are now no more. 

• Then why am I ? O when ftiall I have reft ? 

• Why do I live to fay you are no more ? 

• Why arc all thefe thbgs thus ? — ^Is it of force ? 

< Is there neceffity I muft be miferable ? 

< Is it of moment tc the peace of Heav*n • 

* That I fhouldbe afflided thus ?— If not, 

* Why is it thus contrived ? Why are things laid 

« By fome unifeen hand, fo, as c» fure confequcncc . 

* They muft to me bring curfes, grief of heart, 

* The laft diftrefs of life, and fure defpair ? ^ 

* Leon* Alas, you fearch'too far, and think too deeply/ 
A/m. Why was I carried to Anfelmo*8 court ? 

Qr there, why was I ufcd fo tenderly ? ' 

Wkjr 
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WTiy not ill treated, like an enemy ? 

tor fo my Either would have ufed nis child*. 

© Alphonfo, . Alphonfo ! 

Devouring feas have walh'd thee from my fights 

'"No time mall rafe thee from my memory j ^ 

No, I will live to be thy monument : 

-The cruel ocean is no more thy tomb ; 
\ But in my heart thou art interrM ; there, there, 

TTKy dear refemblance ia for ever (ix'd ; 

My love, my Iprd, my hufband ftfU, tho* loftt 

* Leon» Hufband ! O heav'ns ! ' 
A/m. Alas ! What Jiave 1 faid ? 

Mj grief has hurry'd me beyond all thoughts 
I would have kept that fecret ; though I kno>» 
Thy love and faith to me deferve all confidence* 

* But 'tis the wretch's comfort ftiH to have 

^ Some finall referve of near and ijiward woie^ 

* Some unfufpeded hoard of darling grief, 

i Which they unfeen may wail, aad weep. And mouHi^ 
f And, glutton-Iike« alone devt*ur. 
« JLeon, Indeed 

* I knew not this. 

* ^/w. O no, tihou know'il net half, 

•^ Know'ft nothing of my forrows — if tjiou'didft-p^^ 
^ If I fhould tell thee, .wouldil thou pity me ? 

* Tell me : I know tliou wouldlt, thou «t cdmpaf- 

* fionate.* 
Z.eon, Witnefs thefe tears— 

* Aim. I thank thee, Leonora— 

^ Indeed I do, for pitying thy fad mjftrefs ; 

* For, 'ti«, alas 1 \h.t ppor prerogative 

* Of greatnefs, io be wretched axid unpitiedr— 

* But I did promife I would tell thee— What ? 

* My miferies ? Thou doft already know ^em : 

* And when I told thee thou didlt nothing ki^ow, 
'* It was becaufe thou didfl not know Alphonfo : 

f For to have known my lofei thou mult have know* 

* His worthy his txujih, his teddernefs of love.* 
Leon, The memoiy of that brave prince Hands fair 

In idl report— 

Aad I kavc heajrd imperfcdly his lofs 5 

A z mx 
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But fearful to renew your troubles- paft, 
I never did prefume to aUc the ftory. 

Ahn^ If for my fwelling heart I ean. 111 tell t 
I vras a welcome captive in Vakntia^ 
Bv'n on the day when Manuel, my father. 
Led on his codqu'ri^g troops, high as the gatci. 
Of king Anfelmo's palace ; which in ra?e. 
And heat of war, and dire revenge, he fired. 
The good king ^^\i^ to avoid the flames. 
Started amidll liis foes, and made captivity 

His fatal refiige^ -Would that I had fall'n 

Amidil thofe flames — but 'twas not fo decreed* 
Alphonfo, who forefaw my father's crudty. 
Had borne the queen and me outboard a (hip 
Ready ^o &il ; and when this news was brought 
We put to fea*; but being bctray'd by fome 
Who knew our flight, we clofely were purfued. 
And almofl taken ; when a fudden fl:orm 
Drove us, and thofe that followed, on the coaft 
Of AfWck : There our veflcl ftruck the fhore. 
And bulging 'gainft a rock was dafh'd in pieces. 
But Heav'n fpared me for yet much more aiHiAion 1 
Condudling them who follow'd us, to (hun 
The Ihoal, and favc me floating on. the waves. 
While the good queen and my Alphopfo pcriih'd. 

Leon. Alas ! Were you then wedded to Alphonfo ? 

Aim. That day, that fatal day, our hands were jpiu'd. 
Pof when my lord beheld the (hip purfuing, 
And faw her rate fo far exceeding ours, 
He came to me, and begg'd me by my love, 
I would confent the priell fhoukl make us'one ; 
That whether death or vidlory enfutd, 
I might be his, beyond the po-.v'r of fate : 
The queen too did aHlil his fuit — I granted ; 
And m one day was wtdded, and a widow. 

Leon. Indeed, 'twas mournful — 

Aim, 'Twas— as I have told thee — 
For which I mourn, and will for ever mouni ; 
Nor will I change thcfe black and difmal robet> • 
Or ever dry theic fwoln and watr)- eyes ; 

Oi 
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©r tver tafte cpntcnt, or peace of heart » 
While I have life and thought of my Alphotifo. 

^ Leon, Look down, gopd Heav*n, with pity on her 
* forrows, 

* And grant that Time may bring her fome relief. 

* jlhn. O no ! Time gives increafe to my afRidions. 

* The circling hours, that gather all the woes, 
^^^ * Which are diffus'd thro' the revolving year, 

* Conxe, heavy-laden with th' opprefling weight, 

* To mfi ; with me^ •fucceffively, they leave 

* The fighs, the tears, the groans, the reftlefs tares, 
"* AnrfaU the damps of grief, that did retard their flight: 

* They fhafce their downy wings, and fcatter all 

* The dire colle6led dews on my poor head ; 
^ Th^n fly with joy and fwiftnels trom me/ 

' Ijeon. Hark ! 

The difl:ant (houts proclaim your father's triumph . 

{^Shouts at a iijlam** 

ceafe for Heav'n*l8 fake, afluage a little 
Ti;^t9 torncnt of your grief ; for much I fear 
*Twill urge ,his wrath, to fee you drown *d in tc^trt, 
Wfrenjoy appears in ev'ry other face. 

Aim. And joy he brings to ev*ry other heart, 
But double) double Weight of woe to mine : 
For with him Garcia comes — Garcia, to whoDi 

1 mufl: be facrificed, and all the vows 

I gave my dear Alphonfo bafely broken. 

No, it fhall never be ; for I will die 

Firft, die ten thoufand deaths. — Look down, look doWi^ 

Alphonfo, hear thefacredvow I make ; . \Kned^ 

* One moment, ceafe to gaze on perfect blifs, 

* And bend thy glorious eyes to earth and me;* 
And thou, Anfelmo, if yet thou art arrived 
Thro' aU impediments or purging fire, 

To that bright heav'n,. where my Alphortfo reigns, 
^ehold thou alfo, and attend my vow : • 
If ever I do yield, or give confent, 
jBy any a6\:ion, word, or thought, towed 
Another lord ; may then j^ft Heat'n (howV down 

A 3 Unh^ard-^ 
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Unheard-of curfes on me, greater far 
{Iffuch there be in angry Heaven's vengeance) 
Than any I have yet endured.— And now [ 

My heart has fome relief: having Xo well 
Difcharged this debt, incumbent on my love. 
Yet one thing more I would engage from thec- 

Leon» My heart, my life and will, are only voi 

Ahn, I thank thee. 'Tis but this : anon^ whet 
Arc wrapp'd and bufied in the general joy, 
Tliou wilt withdraw, and privately with rnfc 
Steal forth to vilit good Anfelmo's tomb. 

Leon, Ala» ! I fear fomc fatal rtfolutiofi* 

Aim. No, on my life, my faith, I mean no tSl^ 
Nor violence. I feel rayfelf more lights 
And more at large, (ince I have made this vo^. 
Perhaps I would repeat it there more folemnly • 
'Tisthat, or fome fuch melancholy thought ; 
Upon ray word, no more. 

Leon, I will attend you, 

• Enter Alonzo* 

Alnn, The lord Gonfalez come^ to tell your luglmcfi 
Thekiiig is ji>il airived. 

Aim, Conducl him in. \J£,xit AIoBd 

Tliat's his pretence : his errand is, 1 know. 
To till my cars wltli Garcia's valiant deeds ; 
And gild and magnify his fon's exploits. 
13 lit I am ai:m'd with ice around my heart. 
Not to be warm'd with words, or idle eloquence* 
Knier Gonfalez. 

Gofu Be ev'ry day of your long IFfe like this. 
'The fun, bright conqudt, and your brighter eye^ 
'Have all coiijpired to blaze promifcuous Gght, 
And blefs this day with moft unequal luftre. 
Your royal father, my victorious lord, 
I^oaden with fpoils, apd cvei"-living laurel. 
Is entering now, in martial pomp, the palace. 
Five hundred mules precede his folemn march. 
Which groan beneath the weight of Moorifh wealths 
Chariots of war, adorn'd vv ith glitt*ring gems. 
Succeed ; and next, a Inmdred neighing itecds, 
White as the fleecy rain on Alpine hills \ 

That 
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That bound and foam, and champ the golden bitf. 
As they difdainTd the vidory they grace. 
•Prifonerjs of war mlhinkig fetters follow : 
And captains of the nobkfl blood of Afric 
Sweat by hiB chariot-wheels, • and lick and grind, 

* With gnafliing teeth, the duft his triumphs raife.** 
The fwarming populace fpread every wall, 

* And cling, as if with claws they did enforce 

* Their hold, thro^ clifted ftoncs, ilrctching and ftarin j 

* Aii if they were all eyes, and e?ery limb 

* Would feed its faculty of athniratiouj' 
While -you alone retire, aitd fhun thia iight ; 
This fight, which is indeed not feen (tho' t'wioc 
The multitude fhould gaze) in abfence of yoiir eyig*^ 

u^lm,' My lord, mine eyes unffratefttll3^ behold 
The gilded trophies of exterior honours. 
Nor will my ears be charm 'd with foundihg word»| 
Or pompous phrafe ; the pageantry of fouls. , 
But that my fatheris return'd in fafcty, 
I bend to Heav'n with thanks. ■ 

Gonjl Excellent princefs ! 
But 'tii a tafk unfit for my weak age 
With dying words to offer at your praife^ 
Garcia, mjr fon, your beauty's lowefl (lave. 
Has better done, in proving witli his fword 
The force and influence of your matchlefs charmsu ^ 

j^lm, I doubt not of the worth of Garcia' s deeds. 
Which had been brave, though I had ne'er been bonu. 

Leon. Madam, the king. [Flourj/h,. 

* Alm\ My women. I would meet him.' 
I ... - \^Aitendants to Almeria enter in Mourning, 

Symphony of warlike Mufic, Enter the King, attended' 

by Garcia and fever al Officers i Files of Prtf otters In 

Chatnsy and Guards , <ivho are ranged In order round- 
. the Stage, Almeria m^^/j the King, and kneels ; af- 

/^rw^r^/Gonfalez kneels and kijfes the Kin^^s Hand^ 

nvhlle Garcia does the fame to the Princefs, 

King, Almeria, rife— Mybefl Gonfalez, rife— — 
What, .tears ! my good old friend— 

G^nf, Buttears of joy. 

A 4 ' BcUeve 
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Believe tut. Sir,* to fee you thusy hat fiU'd 

Mine' eyes with roore delight than they can hoU* 

Kw^. By Heav'o thou loveft me, and 1 am pk 
thou doft. 
Take it for thanka^ old man^ that I rejoice 
To fee xhtt weep on this occafiCD-^oine 
Here art| who feem to mourn at our fucce& I 
Why is't, Almeria, that you meet our eye^ 
Upon this folemn day, in thefe fad weeds ^ 
In oppofition to my brightnefs, yotr 
And yours are all like daughters of affli^ion*. 

jflm. Forgive me, oir, if I in this o£Fend* 
The year, which I have vow'd to pay to Hea^'a^ ' 
in mourning and ftrid life, for my ddiiv'rance 
From wreck and death, wants yet to be expired. 

King. Your vcai to Heav'n is grent, ib is your ddll|» 
Yet foaaetluBF too is due t6 me, whe gave 
That life miath H«av'n pi>eferved« A day beftow'd. 
In filial duty, had atoned, and given 
A difpenfation to your vow— No more ! 
'Twas weak and wilful— and a womaa*« error. 
Yet— ^pon thought, it doubly wounds, my figblf 
To fee that fabk worn upon the day. 
Succeeding that, in which our deadlieft foe, 
Hated Amelmo ! was interr'd^By Heav'n I 
It looks as thou didft mourn for him ! juft h 
Thy fenfelefs vow appearM to bear its date. 
Not from that hour wherein thou wert preferved. 
But that wherein the curfed Alphonfo peri(hM. 
Ha ! What ? thou doft not weep to think of that ? 

Gonf, Have patience, Royal Sir 5 the Princefs weept 
To have offended you. If fate decreed, 
One pointed hour fhould be Alphonfo's lofs. 
And her dcliv'rance, is (he to blame ? 

Kwg. I tell thee (he's to blame, not to have feafted 
When my firft foe was laid in earth ; fuch enmity, 
Such deteftation bears my blood to his : 
My daughter fhould have revelled at his death ; 
She fhould have made thef<; palace walls to (hake, 
^nd all this high and ample roof to ring * 

Vith h^r rejoicings. What, to mourn and weep ! 

. Thw, 
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Then,, then to weep, and pray, and.grjevc! By Hcav'n ! 
There^s not a ilave, a (hackled Have of mine. 
But (hould have iiniled that hour, throagh sUl his carc» 
And ihook hit chains in tmnfport and rude harmony i 

Gon/,^ What (he has done was in excefi oi goodnefi % 
Betray 'd hy too much piety, to feem 
As if ihe had offended. Sure, noYnore. 

King, To feem it to commit, at this conjunAinpC/ 
I wo'not have a feeming forrow ftfen 
To-day.^— Reure, diveft yourfelf with fpccd 
Of that offeniiv«r hlack ^ on me he all 
The violation of your vow ; for yoUy 
It (hall beyour excufe that I command it. 

Gar, [^AneeHngAl Your j^ardon, Sir, if i prcfume fo fitr, 
Afi to remind you of your eracious promife. 

Kifi^, Rife, Garcia— I forgot. Vet (biY, Almcria, 

jilm. My biding heart !— What is your pleafure, Sir ? 

King, Draw near, and give your hand: and Garcia^ 
youii : 
Receive this lord, as one whom I have found 
Worthy to be your hufband and my fon. 

Gar, Thus let me kneel to take — O not to take— 
But to devote^ and yield myfelf for ever 
The (lave and creature of my Royal Miftrefs. 

Gon/, O let me proftrate pay my worthlcfs thankftr-* 

King, No more ; my promife long fiilce pafsM, thy 
fervices, 
And Garcia's Well-try ^d valour, all oblige me. 
This day we triumph ; but to-morrow's fun,* 
Garcia, (hall (hine to grace thy nuptials—*— 

j4/m. Oh ! [FainSf^ 

Gar. She faints ! help to fupport her. ^ 

Gon/, She liecovers. 

King, A fit of bridal fear. How ist, Almeria ? 

j^lm, A fuddeii chilnefs feizes on my fpirits. 
Your leave, Sir, -to ret ire • 

King, Garcia, jiondudl her. • , 

[Garcia leads Almeria fo the doQr, -and rekun^ 
This idle vow hangs on her wom^n^s fears. * 
m have a pricft (hall preach her from her fiuth, 

A s And 
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' And nifike it fm not to renouiice that vow 
Which I'd have broken. Now, ^hat would Al^n^o 
Knier Alonzo and Attendantu 

Alon. Your beauteous captive, Zara, is arrived^ 
And with a train as if (he ftiU were wife 
To Albucaciip, and the Moor had conquer'd. 

King, It is our vs'ill /he fhould be fo attended^ 
Bear hence thefe prifoners. Garcia*^ which is he. 
Of whofe mute valour you relate fuch wonders ? - 

[Prifoners led Oj 

Gar» Ofmyn, who led the moorifh borfe ; but he. 
Great Sir, at her requeft, attends on 2^ra. 

King. He is your prifoner ; as you pleafe difpofe hii 

Gavm I would oblige him, but he fhuns my kindaef 
And with a. haughty mien, and Hern civSity,. 
Dumbly'declines all offers : if he fpeak, 
'Ti& fcarce above a Word ; as he were bon> 
Alone to do, and did difdain to talk ;. 
At leaft to talk where he mull not command. . 

King, Such fulknnefs, and in a man fo bravcj. 
Muftiiave feme other caufe than his captivity.. 
Did Zara, then, requell he might attend her ? 

Gar. My Lord, fhe did. 

King. That, joined wi^h his behaviour, 
Begets a doubt. I'd have 'em watch 'd ; perhaps^ 
Her chains hang heavier on him than his. own. 

JSnter Zara ^w^ Ofmyn houml^ conduced hy Perez a. 
a Guardy and attended hy Selim andjeveral Mui 
and Eunuchs in a train. 

J^ing. What welcome and what honours, beauteo 
Zara, 
A king and conqueror can give, are yours. 
A conqueror indeed, where you are won ; 
Whowith fuch luftre ftrike admiring eyes. 
That had our pomp been, with your prefence graced, 
Th' expelling crowd had been deceived ; and feea. 
The monarch enter not triumphant, hut 
In pleafmg trioiriph led ; your beauty's flave, 

'Zara* If I on any terms could condefcend 
To like captivity, or ^nk thofe honouis, 
Wkich conqoerort >a courtefy beiiow,/ 
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Of equal value with unborrow'd rule, 

And native right, to arbitrary fway ; 

1 might be pleafed, when I behold this train 

With ufual homage wait. But when I feel 

Thefe bonds, I look with loathing on my felf; 

And fcom vile ilavery,* though doubly hid 

Beneath mock-praifes, and diflembled ftate. 

- King, Thofe bonds I *Twas my command yon (hould.: 

How durft you, Perez, difobey ? [be free ; 

Pere%. Great Sir, 
Your order was (he fhould not wait your triumph ; 
But at fome dlflanccfoUow, thus attended. 

King. 'Ti« falfe ! 'twas more ! I bidfhe fhould be fref t. 
If not in wordd^ I bid it by my eyes ! 
Her eyes did more than bid — Free her and hers 
With fpeed ;— -yet ftay— ^my hands alone can make 
*Pit reftitiition here. — 'phus I rcleafe you. 
And by releafing you, enflave myfelf. 

Ztwa. 8uch favours, fo couierr'd, tho* whciunn- „ 
fought, 
Deferve acknowledgment from noble minds« 
Such-thanks, as one hating to be obliged ■ ■■ 

Yet hating more ingratitude, can pay, 
I offer. ' • 

King, Born to excel, and to commami I 
As by tranfcendent beauty to attradl 
All eyes, fo by pre-eminence of foul. 
To rule all hearts. . 
Garcia, what's he, who with contraded brow, 

[■Beholding Ofmyn as they unbind him*. 
And fiillen port, glooms downwards with his eyes ; 
At once regardlefs of his chains, or liberty ?. — 
^ Gar. That, Sir, is he, ofwhom I fpoke ; that's Ofmyn^ 

Khrg. He anfwers well the charaAer you gave liim*. 
When<^e comes if, valiant Ofmyn, that a man 
So^eat in arms, as thou art faidto b.e, 
So hardly. can enditre captivity. 
The common chance of war ? 

0/jp, Becaufe captivity 
Has robb*d me of a dear andjuft revenge*. 
. Xing. I underftaiid not that. 

A.6> «viw 
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' 0/m. I would not haTe you. 

Zara. That gallant Moor in battle loil a frieudf 
Whom more than life he loved : and the regret 
Of not reyenciug on his foes that lofs, 
Jlas caufed this melancholy and defpair. 

JCing. She does excufe him ; 'tis as I Tu^pe^d. 

Gonf, That friend may be herfelf : ieem not to heed 
His arrogant reply : (he looks concmi'd'. 

King. I'll have inquiry made ; perhaps his fiiead 
Yet livesy and i% a prifoner. His name i 

Zara, Heli* 

/Cwg» Garcia^ that fearch (hall be your cai^'^ 
It (hafl be mine to pav devotion here ; 
At this fair (hrine to hy my laurels down. 
And raife love's altar on the fpoils of war. 
Conquedand triumph, now, ai-e mine, no mOK€'^ 
Nor will I ViAory in camps adore : 
' For, Kiigering there, in long fuljpen(e Ae ftaadi» 

• Shifting the prize in unrefolving'hands ; 

• Unufed to wait I broke through her delay, 

* Fix'd her by force, aftd fnatch'd the doubtful day* 

• Now late I find that war is but her fport ; 

* In Love the goddefs keesher awful court :' 
Fickle in fields, unfteadily (he flies, 

But ndes with fettled fway in Zara's ey€«. [^Ej^teu^^ 
" ' ' • I . ■ ■ , .11. ..i ^ —,. * ., ■ I »■ ~ .. p .i^ 

A C T II. S C E N E, />^^ Jlj/le qfa Tmpk. 

* Garcia, Heli, and Perez. 

* Garcia. 

* ^nr^HIS way, we're told, Ofmyn wasfeen towalk^ 

I * Choofing this loijely manfion of the dead, 

• 1 o mourn, brave Heli, thy miftaken fate. 

Vi/ir/f. Let Heav'n with thunder to the center llrike XD«y 

* If to arife in very deed from death, 

• And to revifit with my long-clofcd eyes 

• This living light, could to my foul, or fenfe, 

* Afford a thought, or (hew » glimpfe of joy, 

* Ifl kaft proportion to the vaft dclkrUt 

' • i feci. 
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« I feel, to j^ear of Ofmyn** name ; to hear 

* That Ofmyn lives, and 1 again fhall fee him. 

* Gar* IVe heard, with admiration, of your fiicnd- 

« ihip. 

< fer. Yonder, my lord, behold the noble Moor# 
« Hers. Where, where ? 

* Gar. Ifawlumnot, npr any like him— — 

■* Per. I fawhim, when I fpoike, thwarting my Ticw^ 

* And ftriding with dillemper'd haftc ; hi« cye» 

< SeemM flame, apd flafh'd upon me with a glance ; 

* Then forward (hot their fires, which he purfucd, 

* As to fome objed frightful, yet not fear'd. 

< Gar^ Let's hafte to ibUow him, and know the caufor 

* HeU. My lord, let me intreat you to forbear: 

* Leave me alone to find,, and cure the caufe. 

* I know his mekmcholy, and fuch ftarts 

^ Arc ttfual to his temper. It might raife him 
^ To aft fome violence -upon himfelf, 

* So 'to be caught in an Unguarded howv 

* And when his foul gives all her paifions way, 
^ Secure andloofe in frieiidly folitude. 

* I know his noUe heart would burft with fhamCf 

* To be fuiprifed by ftran^ers in his frailty. 

* Per. Go, generous Heli, and relieve your friend. 

* Far be it from me, officioufly to pry, 

« Or prefs upon the privacies of others. [JE*i/ Helu 

* Gar. Perez, the King expe6ls from our return 

* To have His jealoufy confirm 'd or cleared, 

* Of that srppearing love which Zara bears 
< To Ofmvn ; but fome other opportunity 
-^ Muft make that plain. 

* Per. To me 'twas long fince plain, 

* And every look from him and her confirms it. 

* Gar. If fo, unhappinefs attends their love, 

^ And I could pity 'em, I hear fome poming. , . 

* The friends, perhaps, are met j let us avoid fern. 

* lExeunt.\ 
Enier Almeria and Leonora. 
^ Mn. It was a fancy'd noife, for ajl is hufhM. 
Leoru It bore, the accent of a hifman voice. ■..■, 
^nh It wai thy fear, or cUe Joaa^trazkiient wind 
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Whirling thro' hollows of this vaulted iflc» 

We'll liftcn: 

• Lion. Hark ! 

Aim. No, all is hufHM, and flill as death — ^ drat^ 
fill! 
How reverend is the face of this tall pile,. 
Whofe ancient pillars rear their marble head^. . ' 
To bear aloft its arch and ponderous, roof. 
By its own weight made fted&ft and immovable^ 
Looking tranquiUity. It ftrikes an. awe. 
Ani. terror on my aching fight : the tombs- 
And monumental caves of death look cold. 
And (hoot a chilnefs to my trembling heart. 
Give me thy hand, and kt me hear thy voiced 
Nay, quickly fpeak. to me,, and let me hear. 
Thy voice — my own affrights me with its echoes*. 

Leon. Let us return : the horror of this place>. * 
And filence, will increafe your melancholy* 

Aim. It may my fears, but cannot add to that* 
No, I will on ; (hew me Anfelmo's'tomb ;: 
J^ead me b^er bones and fl<:ulls, and mouldering eartki 
Of human bodies,^ for I'll mix with tliem ;. * 

Or wind me in the fhroud of fome pale corfe * 

Yt.*t rrcen in earth, rather than be the bride - 
Of Garcia'smore detcftcd bed : that thought- 
Exerts my fpirit ; and my prefent fears 
Arclofl in dread of greater ill. Then fhew me>. 
Lead mc, for I'm bolder grown : Lead on 
Where I may kneel, and pay my vows again 
To liim, to Hcav'n, and my Alphonfo's foul. 

* Leon. Igo, but Hcav'n can. toll with what.regret.*^ 

\J^xeunt^, 
'Tl>e SCENE opening dijcovcri a Place of Tombs: one 
AlonumenJt fronting the yiciu gnater than any of the refl*. 
Enter Hcli.. 

Ueli. I wander thro' this maze of monuments. 
Yet cannpt fmd him — hark ! fure ^tis the voice 
Of one complaining — there it founds — I'll follow it, 

[Exit. 
Enter Almeria an J Leonora*. 

JL€On. Behold the lucrcd vault, within whofe tomb 
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; THc poor remains of good Anfelmo reft, 
; X et fredi and unconfumed by time or worms. 
^ ' «VTiat do I fee ? O Heav'n I either my eyes 
; A.r€ falfe, or ftill the marble door remains 

■ U^nclofed ; the iron gates, that lead to death 

1 beneath, are ftill wide ftjretch'd upon tlieir hinge, 
h And ftaring on u& with unfolded leaves. 

^Im, Sure tis the friendly yawn of death for mc ; 
A.nd that dimib n\outh, fignificant in (how, 
% Invites nje. to the bed, where I alone , 
^ Shall reft ; fhews me the grave, where nature, weary . 
t ^ And long opprefs*d with woes and bending cares, 
J Way lay the burden down, and fink in fl umbers 

■ . Of geace eternaL * Death, grim death, will fold 
' * Me in his leaden arms, and prefs me clofe 

* To his cold clayey breaft :' my father then 

Will ceafe his tyranny ; and Garcia tooe 

Will fly" my pale deformity with loathing* 

My foul, enlarged from its vile bonds, wiU mount^. 

And range the ftarry orbs, and milky Ways 

* Of that refulgent world, where I (hall fwim 

* In liquid light, and floaton feasofblifs' 
To my Alphonfo's fouL Ojoy too great ! 

, O ecftafy of thought ! Help me, Anfelmo ! 
Help me, Alphonfo ! tak& me, reach thy hand ; 
To thee, to the? Icall^ to thee, Alphonfo. 1. 
'QAJphonfo!, 

Ofmyn afcending from the ^omb'i. 
OJm. Who callsE. that wretched thing that was Al-^ 

phonfo ? 
Aim. Angels, and all the.hoft of heaven, fupport me I 
Ofm, Whence iaAat voice, whofe fhrilnefs from the 
grave,. 
And growing to, his father's .fhroud ropt« up 
Alphonfo ? 

j4lm. Mercy ! Providence ! O fpeak,. 
Speak to it quickly, quickly ;. fpeak to me. 
Comfort mcj help me, hold me, hide me, hidcmiCj. 
I^eonora, in thy bofom from the light,. 
And from iny. eyesi^ 
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Cfm. Amazemciit and illiifion ! 
Ri?et and iiai) me where I ftand> ye PoVrs^ 

^Coming form 
That motionlefs I may be ftiH deceived. 
Let me ootf ftir or breathe, left I diffohc 
That tender, lovely form of painted air, 
So like Almeria. Ha ! it fmks, it falls ; 
111 catch k ere it goes, and grafp her fhade. 
*Ti8 life ! 'tis warm ! *tift (he ! 'tis fhe herfelf I 
Nor dead, nor (hade, but breathing and alive S 
rtltit AlmeriBi 'tis, it is my wife ! 
Enter Heli. 

Leon. Alas, (he ftirs not yet, nor lifts her eyw ! 
He too 18 feinting— —Help me, help me, ftranger^ 
Whoe'er thou art, and^ead thy hand to hiifc- 
Thefe bodies. 

Helu Ha ! 'tis he 1 and with Almeria I 
O miracle of happibefs ! O' joy 
Unhopedfor 1 Does Almeria live ? 

Ofm. Where is fhe ? 
X^et me behold and touch her, and be fure 
'Tis fhe ; * fhew me her face, and let me fed 

* Her lips with mine 'Tis fhe, I'm not deceive | 

* I tafte her breath, I warm'd her and am warm'd.' 
Look up, Almeria, blefs me with thy eyes ; 
J-.ook on- thy love, thy lover, and thy hufband. 

Aim. I've fworn I'll not wed Garcia : why d'j* 
force me ? 
Is this a father \ 

Ofm. Look' on thy Alphonfo, 
Thy father is not here, my love, nor Garcia ; 
Nor am I what I fcem, but thy Alphonfo. 

* Wilt thou not know me ? Haft thou then forgot me f 

* Haft thou thy eyes, yet canft not feci Alphonfo V 
Am I fo altered, or art thou fo changed, 

That feeing my difguife, thou feeft not nie ? 

Altju It is, rt is Alphonfo ! 'tis his face, 
His voice, I know him now, I know him- alii 
' O take me to thy arms, and bear me hence^ 

* Back to the bottom of the boundlefs dcep^ 

* I'd fcas beiKiath, where ^hpu fo long haft dwdt.* 
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6h ! how haft thou returnM ? how htft thou ch»rtt*<i 
. The wildnefs of the wayea and rocks to this ? 
Tbat thus relenting they have giv*n thee back 
' To earth, to light and life, to love and me. 
4 OJm). O I'll not afk, nor anfwer how, or why 
We both have backward trod the paths of Fat% 
To meet again in life ; to know I have thc«» 
Is knowing more than any circnmftance 
- Or means by which I have thee 
To fold thee thus, to prefs thy balmy lips> 
Ji.nd gaze upon thy eyes, is fo much joy, 
I have-no leifure to refledl, or know> 
Or trifle time in thinking. ' - 

jilm. Stay awhile 
Let me look on thee yet a little more. 

*'0/m. What woiddft thou ? thou daft put ttie Item 
. '*thee. 

* j4!m. Yes.' [thou gaze fo ? 
O/rrii And why ? what doft thou mean ? mty doit 
J[Im. I know not, 'tis to kc thy face, I thiak-^ 

Itistoomuchl too much to b^r, andUve ! 
TF^ iee hhn thus again is fuck profufion 
Of joy, ofblifs I cannot bear— I mnft 
Be mad ■ ' I oannot be tranfported thus ! 

0/m. Thou exodlencc, thou joy, thou heav*n of love ! 

Jilm, Whtre h«ft thou been ? and how art thou alfve ? 

• How 18 all this? AU-pow'rful Heav'n, what arc we I 

• O my ftrain'-d hcart—kt me again behold thee, 

• For I weep to fee thee — art thou not paler ? 

• Much, much .! how thou art changed 1 

* 0/nt, Not in my love. / 

* jiim: No, no, thy gricfe, I know, have done this te 

*the€. 

• Thou haft wept much, Alphonfo, and, I fear, 

* Too much; too tenderly lamented me. 

* Ofm, Wrong not my love, to fay too tenderly. 

* No more, ray life ; talk not of tears or grief; 

* A*ttiftion is no more, now thou art fofind. 

* Why doft thou weep, and hold thee iProm my armsr, 
^ My arms which ach to fold thee faft, and grow 

* T^ tUcc with twiainsr ? Come, come to my heart ! 

^ A\m. 
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* Aim* I will, for I (houIH never look enough. 
They would have married me ; but I had fwom 
To Heav'n and thee, and fooner would have died— 

* Ofrn, Perfedion of all faitlifulnefs and love ! 
*. Aim. Indeed I would — Nay, I would tcD thee al},^ 
If I could fpeak, how I have mourn *d and prayed \. 
For 1 have pray'd tothee, as to a faint : 
And thou haft neard my prayer ; for thou art come 
To my diflrefs, tomydeipair, which Heav'h 
Could only^ by reftoring thee, have cured. fof days^ 

* Ofitu Grant me but fife, good Heav'n 1 but lengtk 
To pay fbme part, fome little of this debt, 
This countlefs fum of tendemefs and love. 
For which I ftand engaged to this all-excelleocc : 
Then bear me in a whirlwind to my fete, 
Snatch me from life, and cut me (hortunwamM i; 

Then, then Hwill be enough 1 (hall be old, " 

I fhall have Kved beyond afl aera;8 then 
Of jet unmeafured time ; when I have made 
This exquifite, this moft amazing goodneft. 
Some recompenle of love and matchlefs truth. 

* Aim* 'Tis more than recompenfe to fee thy face ^ 
If Heav'n is greater joy, it is nohappinefs. 
For 'tis not to be borne — What (hall I fay ? 
I have a* thoufand things to know, and a(k, 
And fpeak— "That thou art here beyond all hope. 
All thought ; that all at once thou art before me. 
And with fuch fuddennefs haft hit my fight. 
Is fuch furprife, fuch myftery, fuch ecftafy ! 
It hurries all my foul, and ftuns my fenfe,* . 

Sure from thy father's tomb thou didft arife ! 

Ofm* I did ; and thou, my love, didft call me ; thou.. 

Aim. True ; but how cameft thou there ? wert thoi» 
alone ? 

Ofm, I was, and lying on my father's lead, 
When broken echoes of a diftant voice 
pifturb'd thci^acred filence of the vault. 
In murmurs round my head. I rofe and liftenM^. 
And thought I heard thy fpirit call Alphonfo ; 
I thought I faW thee too ; but O, I thought not 
That I indeed fliould he fo blcft to fee thee-— - 

Alm^, 
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^Im. But ftill, how cameft thou Hither ? how thin i 
.-Ha! ' 

What's he, who, like thyfelf, is ftarted here 
Ere feen ? 

Ofm. Where ? Ha 1 what do I fee ? Antonio ! 
I'm fortun^ indeed— -Hiiy friend too, fafe !. 

jfi^ip/f.Moft happily, in findint^ you thus blefsM. 

jilm, ^More miracles ! Antomo too efcaped ! 

Ofm. And twice fefcapcd, both from the rage offea* 
And war ; for in the fight I faw him fall. 

Hel'u But fell unhurt, a pris'ner as yourfelf, 
. And as yourfelf made free : hither 1 came 
Impatiently to feek you,, where I knew 
Your grief would lead you to lament Anfclmo. 

* 0/m. There are no wonders, oi* elfe all is wonder. 

* JTif/r. I faw yoU on the ground, and raifcd you Up i - 

* When, w^th aftonifhmerit, I faw Almeria. 

* Pfm. I faw her too, and therefore faw not thee. 

* Aim* Nor I, nor could I, for my eyes were yours.^ 
Ofm, Wliat means the bounty of allrgracious Heav'fl^ 

Tl^at perfevering ftill, with open hand 

It fcatters good, as in a wafte of mercy ! 

Where will this end ! But Heav'n is infinite 

In all, and can continue to beftow. 

When fcanty number fhall be fpent in telling. ' 

Leon*. Or I'm deceive4> or I beheld the ^impfc 
Of two, in fhining habits, crofs the aifle ; 
Who, by their pointing, feem'd to mark this place. 

j^Im, Sure I have dreamt, if we muft part fo fooiu 

Ofm, I wifh at leaft our parting were a dream, 
Or we cauld deep till we again were met, 

/7<?//. Zara with Selim, Sir, Ifawand^now'em : 
You muft be quick, for Love will lend her wings. 

j^Im. What love Twho is fhe ? why are you alarm'd ? 

Ofm, She's thereverfe of thee ; flte's my unhappinefs. 
Harbour no thought that may.difturb thy peace ; 

* Buj gently take thyfelf away, left fhe 

* Should come, and fee the ftraining of my eyes 

* To fpUow thee.'— ;" Retire, mylove'^ — I'll think how 

we may meet 
To part no more : my fri<ind wiU tell thee all ; 
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How I eicaped, how I am here, and thus ; 

How I'lmiot call'd Alphonfo now, but Ofmyn, 

And he Hell. AD, aU he wiU unfold, 

£re next we meet 

A^ Sure we fhaH meet again—— 

O/Jh. We (hall ; we part not but to meet again. 

Gladnefa.and warmth of ever-kindling love 

JDwcU with thee, and revive thy heart in abfence. 

[Exeunt Aim. L.eon. and H^ 
Ofmyn alone. 
Yet 1 behold her— yet— ^nd now no more. 

Turn your h'ghts Inward, eyes, and view my thoughl^ 

So fhall you Hill behold her — ' 'twill not be. 

'•'^O impotence of iight I^-^nmechantc fenfe, 

* Which to exterior obje^s oweft thy faculty, 

* Not feeing of eledion, 'but ne^fftty . 

* Thus do our eyes, as do all common mirrors^ 
"• Sttcccffively nefleift fucceeding images ; 

* Not what they would, bat muft ; a ftaf or toad % 
•. J.itft as the hand of chance adminifters. 

* Not fo the mind, -whofe undetermined tiew 

* Revolves, and to the prefent adds thcpaft : 

* EfTaying farther to futurity ; 

* But that in vain. I have AJmtria here 

* At once, as I before have fecn her often—*' 

jEnier Zara and Selmi. 
Zara. See where he ftands, folded and fix'd to e3)3|]^j^ 
StifPning in thought, a flatue among ftatues 1 
Why, cruel Ofmyn, doft thou fly me thus ? 

* Is it well done ? is this then the return 

* For fame, for honour, and for empire loft ? 

* But what is lofs of honour, fame and empire ? 

* Is this the recompenfe referved for love ? 

* Why doft thou leave my eyes, and fly my arnn| 

* To find this place of horror and obfcurity ?* 
Am I moreloathfonie to thee thaathe grave. 
That thou doft feek to fliicld thee there, and (hua 
My love ? But to the grave I'll follow thee 

He looks not, minds not, Iwars not : barb'rous man^ 
Am I negledled thus ? am \1 defpifcd ? 
Not heard ! ungrateful Ofinyn I 

0/m. 
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Q/m. Ha ! 'tiaZara ! 

Zara, Yes, traitx)r ! Zan^ loft». abandon'd Zetra, 
Is aregardlefs fuppUant, now, to Ofmyn, •, 

The ikvc, the wretch that fhe rcdeem'd from dcatli# 
Difdains toliften now, or look on Zara/ 

0/m. Far be the guilt of fuch reproaches from mc i 
Lou in myfelf:» and blinded by my tliougbts, 
I faw yoir not till now, 

Zara. Npw then you foe me ■ ■ ■ 
But with fuch dumb and thanklefs eyed you look| 
Better I was unfeen, than ieen thus coldly .^ 

0/m. What would you from a ^Tetch who came tOf 
mourn. 
And only for his fbrrows cbofe this foiitude ? 
Look round, joy is not here, nor cheerfjulne{s. 
You havepurlucd Misfortune to itsdwelUpg, 
Yet look for Gaiety and Gladnefs there. ^ 

Zara. Inhuman I Why, why doft thou rack me thur,' 
And with perverfenefsjvfrom the purpofe, anfwcr I 
What is't tOvme, this houfe of mifery ? . 
What joy do I require ? If thou dolt mourn, ,• 
1 come to moiu*n with th^e ; to (hare thy griefs. 
And give thee for 'em, in exchange, my love. 

Ofm. O that's the greatefl. grie^l am fo poor, 
I have not wherewithalto give again. 

Zara. Thou haft .a heart, though 'tis a favage o«c J 
Give it me as it is ; 1 aflc no more 
For all I've done, and all I have endured : 
For faving thee, when I beheld thee firft. 
Driven by the tide upon my country's coafb. 
Pale and expiring, drench'd in briny waves. 
Thou and thy friend, till my compaHion found thee : 
Compalfion ! fcarce wiU't Qwn that name, fo foon. 
So quickly ws^s it love j for thou wert godlike 
E'en then. Kneeling on eartb> I loofed my hair^ 
Ai^d with it dried thofe wat'ry t^hecks, then chafed 
Thy temples, till reviving blood anofe:, 
And, like the morn, vermilion'd o'a* thy face. 
O Heav'p !' how did my heart rejoice andach, 
When I beheld the day-bre^ of thy eyes. 
And felt the balm of thy refpiring lips ! 

4 ^Jm* 
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* Ofm. O call not to my mind what you havcdoli^ 

* It fcts a debt of that account before me, 

* Which fhews me poor and bankrupt even in hopes. 
Zara. * The faithful Selim, and my women know 

* The danger which I tempted to conceal you. 

* You know how I abufed the cred'lous King ; 

* What arts I ufed to make you pafs on him, 

* When he received you as the Prince of Fez ; 

* And, as my kinfman, honourM and advanced ybiu* . 
O, why do 1 relate what I have done ? 

What did I not \ was't not for you this war • 
Commenced ? Not knoviing who you were, nor why 
You hated Manuel, I urged my hufband 
To this invaifidn, where he late was loft. 
Where all is loft, and I am made a flave. 

** OJm. Toupierce myfoul^ I onvti it ell — But while 
*' The power is wanting to repay fuch benefits, 
** ^Tis treble angui/h to a generous heart, 

** Zara* Repay me with thy hearts—what, dqft thotijlarit 
** Make no reply — It this thy gratitude /" 
Look on me now, from empire faD'n to flayer}' ; 
Think on my fuff"' rings firft, then look on me ; 
Think on the caufe of all, then view thyfelf : 
Reflect on Ofmyn, and then look on Zara, 
Thefall'n, the loft, and now the captive Zara, 
And now abandon'd — fay, what then is Ofmyn ? 

Ofm> A fatal wTetch— a huge ftupendoiis ruin. 
That, tumbling on its prop, crufh'd all beneath, 
And bore contiguous palaces to earth, 

Zara. Yet thus, thus fall'n, thus levelled witJitUc- 
vilcft, - ^ 

If I have gain'd thy love, 'tis glorious ruin ; 
Ruin ! 'tis ft ill to reign, and to be more 
A queen ; for what are riches, empire, pow'r^ 
But larger means to gratify the vnW. ? 
The fteps on which we tread, to rife and reach 
Our wifh ; and that.obtain'd, down with -the fcafFoldirig 
Of fceptics, crowns, and thrones ; they have forved 

their end. 
An J are, like lumber, to be leftjand ftrorn'd. 

0/m. 
6 
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Pfm. Why was I made the inftniment, tothrow^ 
>n bonds; the frame of. this exalted mind ? 

Zara, We may be free, the conqueror is mine 1 
tu chains, unfeen, I hold him by the heart. 
And can unwind and ftrain him as I pleafe. 
Crivc me thy love, I'll give thee liberty. 

OJm, In vain you offer, and in yain require 
^fhat neither can bellow. Set free yourfclf, 
<And Jeave a jOave the wretch that would be fo. 

Zara. Thou canft not mean fo poorly as thou talk'A* 
- 0/m. Alas, you know me not. 

Zdrd, Not who Ihou art : 
-But what this laft ingratitude declares. 
This groveling bafenefs— Thou fay'ft true, I know 
Thee not, foj what thou art yet .wants a name : 
But fomething fo unworthy and fo vile, 
"That to have lovedthee makes me yet more loft. 
Than all the malice of my other fate. 
Traitor, monfter, cold and perfidious flaye ! 
A^ave, not daring to be free ! nor dares 
To love above him, for 'tis dangerous : / 

* 'Tisthat, I know, for thou doftlook with eyet 

* Sparkling delire, and trembling to poflefs. , 

* I know my chaims have reachM thy very foul, 

* And thriU'd thee through with darting fires ; but thou 

* Doft fear fo much, thou dareft not wiih.' The King ! 
There, there's the dreadful founds the King's thy 

rival ! 
Sel. Madam, the King is here, and ent'ring now. 
Zara, As I could wifh ; by Hcav'n I'll be revenged. 

Enter fife King, Perez, and Attendants. 
King. Whv does the faireft of her kind withdraw 
Her fhining from the day, to^ild this fcene 
Of death and night ? Ha ! what diforder's this ? 
JSomewhat I heard .of King and rival mention'd. 
What's he that dares be rival to tht King, 
;Or lift:his eyes to like where I adore ? 

Zara, There, he, your prifoner, and that was my 

flave. 
King^ How 1 better than .my hopes ! does (he accufe 
him ? I4fide. 
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S^rtu Aia I become fo low by my capdivity } > 
And do your arms fo leflen what they conquer^ 
That Zara- mull be made the fport of fl^yes ? 
And ifhall the wretch, whom yefter Sun beheld 
Waiting my nod, the creature of my pow'r^ 
Prefume to-day to plead audacious lqve» 
And build bold hopes on my deje&ed &te ? 

King. Better for him to tempt the rage of HeavV 
And wrench the bolt, red-hiifing from me hand . 
Of him that thunders, than but think that infcJenoe 
*Tis daring for a Crod. Hence to the wheel 
With that Ixion, who afpires to hold 
Divinity embraced ; to whips and prifons 
J>ag him with fpeed, and rid me of his fece. 

[Guards feixe Ofiny 

Zara. CompaiHon led me to bemoan his ftatc, 
Whofe former faith had merited much more : 
And through my hopes in you, I undertook 
He (hould be fet at large : thence fprung his infolenc 
And what was charity, he conftniea love. 

King. Enough, liis punifhment be what youpleafe 
But let me lead you from this place of forrow. 
To one where young Delights attend ; * and Joys^ 

* Yet new, unborn, and blooming in the bud, 

* Which wait to be full-blown at your approach, 

* And fpread, like rofes, to tlie morning fuu .* 
"UT>Cre ev'ry hour (hall roll in* circling joys, 
And Love fhall wing the tedious-walling day. 
I>ife without Love is load ; and Time itands ftill : 
What we refufe to him, to Death we give ; 

And then, then only, when we love, wc hvc« [Exeun 



ACT IlL SCENES Prifoe. 
Ofinyn alone, with a Paper. 

BUT now, and I was clofed within the tomb 
Tliut holds my father's afbes ; an<J but now^ 
Where he waspris'ncr, lam too imprifon'd. 
Sure 'tis the hand of Heaven that leads me thus. 
And for fome purpofe points out tlKfe remcmbrancef 



THE MOURNING BRIDE. 2f 

In a darkxprner of my cell I found 

This paper ; what it is this light will (licw. 

If my Alphonfo^ — ^Ha ! [Readings 

If my Alpbonfo liWf re/lore A/«, Heaven ! 

Give me more weighty crufb my declining years 

With bolts f *witlf chains^ imprtfonment and want ; 

But hie Is myfon I vyitnot him for me ! 

(It isjiis hand ! this was his pray'r !— yet more :) 

Let ev^ry hasr^ which forrow ly the ^oots [Reading. 

Tears from my hoary and devoted head^ 

3e doubled in thy mercies to myfon I 

Not for myfelfy hut him^ hear me^ aU^gracious ^^ 

^Tis wanting what ihould follow ! — ffeavn fhould fol- 

But 'tis torn off !— Why ihpuld thrft word alone 
Be torn from this petition ? 'Twas to Heav'n, 
But Heav'n was deaf; Heav'n heard him not : but 

thus, . , 

Thus as the name of Heav'n from this is torn, 
So did it tear the ears of mercy from 
His voice, (hutting the gates of pray'r againit hinil 
If piety be thus debarr'd accefs 
On high, slnd of good men the very beft 
Is fingled crtit to bleed, and bear the fcourge^ 
l^hat is reward ? or what is punifhment ? . . 

But who (hall dare to tax eternal Juftice. ? 
Yet I inay think* — I may^ I mtift : for thought 
Precedes the will to think, and error lives 
Ere reafon can be born. • Reafon, the power 

• To gucfs at right and wrongs the twinkling lamp 

• Of wand'ring life, that winks and wakes by turns, 

• Fo<)lyig the follower betwixt (hade and fliining.* 
What noife I Who's there ? My friend ! how cameft 

thou hither? 

Enter Heli. 
HeVu The time's too precious to be fpent in telling. 
The (Captain, influenced by Ahneria's pow'r, 
Gave order to the guards for my admittance. 

Ofia* How does Almeria I But I know^c is 
As I am. Tell me, may I hope to fee her ? 
- HcRn Yguway ; anoB; at midnight when the king 
. f > B H.t1S% 
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Is gone to refit and Garcia is retired, 
1( Who takes the privilege to vifit late, 
Prefuming on a bridegroom's right) fticTl com^. . 

Opn. She*ll come T 'tis what I wifli, yet what I ktt* 
She 11 come ; but whither, and to whom ? O Heav'n ! 
To a vile prifon, and a'captive wretch ; 
To one, whom had (he never known, (he had 
Been happy,* Why, why was that heav'nly creature 
Abandon d o'er to love what Heav'n forfakes? 
Why does (he follow, with unwearied fteps. 
One, who has tired Misfortune with purfuing ? 

• One, driven about the world like bladed leaves 

• And chaff, the (port of adverfe winds ; till late, 

• At length imprifon'd in fome cleft of rock, 

• On earth it refts, and rots to (ilent duft.' 

JF/eii, Have hopes, and hear the voice of better Fate. 
Vrc leam'd there are diibrders ripe for mutiny 
Among the troops, who thought to (hare the plunder} 
Which Manuel to his own ufe and avarice 
Converts. The news has reacli'd Valentia's {rontien,' 
Where many of your fubjcfts, long opprefs'd 
With tyranny and grievous impofitions. 
Are rifen in arms, and call for chiefs to head 
And lead them to regain their rights and liberty. 

Ofm, By heav'n, thou'aft romed me from my 16- 
thargy. 
The fpirit, which was deaf to my own wrongs, 
And the loud cries of my dead father's blood ; 

• Deaf to revenge — nay, ^vhich rcfiifed to hear 

• The piercing ughs and murmurs of my Love 

• Yet unenjoy'd ;. what not Almeria could 

< Revive or raife,' my people's voice has waken'd 

•' Hell. Our pqpure of affairs and fcanty time^ 
•* My Lor d^ require you Jbould compofe y^urfeff 

<* 0/5w." O my Antonio, I am all on fire j 
My foul is lip in arms, ready to charge 
And bear amidft the foe with conquering troopi. 
I hear 'em call to lead 'em on to liberty. 
To vidory ; their (houts and clamours rend 
My ears, and reach the heav'ns ! Where is the King ? 
Where is Alphonfo i Hsi ! .wb^re. n^cre indeed i 

01 
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O ! I coiild tear and buril the ib-Ings of llkf 
To break thcfe chains ! Off ! off ! ye ftaias of royalty ! 
Off, flavery I Ocurfe ! that I alone 
Can beat and flutter in my cage, when I 
Would foar, and (loop at viftory beneath 1 
IlelL * Our pofture of affaii% and fcanty timet 

* My lord, require you (hould compofe yourfclf, 

* And think on what we n:\ay reduce to praftice.* 
** jtlhate this ardour y ^r^ or tjoe are lofl,^^ 

T^^ray the caufe of your reftraint, may be 
The means of liberty reftored. That gain'd» 
Occafion will not fail to point out ways 
For your efcape :. mean time, IVe thought already 
With fpccd and fafcty to convey myfelf,_ 
Where not far off fome malcontents hold council 
Nightly, who hate this tyrant ; fome, who love 
Anfelmo's memory, and will, for certain. 
When they fhall know you live, affift your cauft. 

0/m» My friend and counfellor,.a8 thou tliink'ft fit, 
Sq do. I wiU with patience wait my fortune. 

If el/. When Zara comes, abate ofyouraver/ion. 

Opn. I hate her not, nor can dlffemble love : 
But as I may, I'll do. * I have'a paper 

* Which I would (hew thee, friend, but that the fight 

* Woidd hold thee here, and clog thy expedition. 

* Within I found it, by my father's hand 

* 'Twas writ ; a pray'r for me, wherein appears 

* Paternal We prevailing o'er his forrows ; 

* Such fandlity, fuch tenderncfsfomix'd 

* With grief, as would draw tears from inhumahity. 

* HelL The care of Providence fure Itft it there, 

* To arm your rr&nd with hope. Such piety 

* Was never heaird in vain : Heav'n has in llorc 

* For you thofe bleffings it with-held from him, 

* In that affurance.live ; which time, I hope, 

* And our next meeting will confinn* 

• Ofm.' FartJwel, ' 

My friend : thie goo4 thou doff defervc, attend thee J 

w [^xfV Hcli. 
Ofinyn alom. 
I^vtbecnt© blaxnCf and queftion'd with Imriety 
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The care of Heav'n. Not fo my father bore 

Moce anxious grief. This (hould have better taught nes ' 

' This leflbn, in fome hour of infpiration 

* Bjr him fet down ; when his pure thoughts werebomti 

* Like fumes of facred incenfe, o'er the clouds, 

* And wafted thence, on angels wings, thro' ways 

* Of light, to the bright fource of aff. For there 

* He io the book of prefcience faw this day ; 

* And waking to the 'World, and mortal fenfe^ 

* Left this example of his reiifirnation,' 
This hislafi legacy to me ; which, here, 
I'll treafure as more worth than diadems* 
Or all extended rule of regal pow'r. 

Enier Zara vW/'//. 

.O/Jw. Whatbrightnefs breaks upon me thusthrougli 
(hades. 
And promifes a day to this dark dwelling ? 
Is it my love ? — 

^Zara. O that thy heart had taught \l'tfting iervaL 
Thy tongue thai faying ! ' 

O/m, Zara ! I am betray 'd by my furprife ! 

Zara. What, does my face difpleafe thee ? 
That havine feen it thou doft turn thy eyes 
Away, as from deformity and horror ! 
If fo, this fable curtain (hall again 
Be drawn, and I will ftand before thee feeing. 
And unfeen. Is it my love ? Afk again 
That queftion ; fpeak again in that foft \x)ice ; 
And look again with wiflies in thy eyes. 
O no, thou canft not, for thou fccil me now, 
As (he whofe favage brepft hath been the caufe 
Of thefe thy wrongs ; as fhe whofe barbVous rage 
Has loaded thee with chains and galling irons : 

* Well doft thou fcorn me, and upbraid my falfenefs : 

* Could one who loved, thus torture whom fhe loved ?J 

* No, no ; it muft be hatred, direrevcfige,* 

* And deteftation, that could ufe thee thus. 
So doft thou think ; then do but tell me fo ; 



* Tell me, and thou (halt fee how I'll revenge 

* Thee on this falfe one, how 1*11 ftab and tea 



tear 

* This 



TBE MOURNING- BRII>E. 29 

* This hcartr of flint till it fhall bleed ; and thou 

* Shalt wecfi for mlne^ forgetting thy own mifcrics.' 
Ofnt, You wrong me, beauteous Zara, to believe 

1 bear my fortunes with fo low a m'indy 

* As ftill to meditate revenge on all 

* Whom chance, or fate working by fecret caufe«, 

* Has made per-force fubfervient to the end 

* The heavenly powers allot me ; no, not you,' 
But deiliny and inaufpicious ftars 

Have caft me d9WTi to this low being : or 
Granting you had, from you I have deferved it. 

Zara» Canft thou forgive me then ? wilt thou believe 
So kindly of my fault, to call it madnefs ? 
O give that madnefs yet a milder nam«, 
And call it paflion ; then, be ilill more kind, 
And call that paflion love ! 

Ofin^ Give it a name. 
Or being as you pleafe, fuch I wilT think it. 

Ttfira* O thou dofl wound me more with this thy 
goodnefs. 
Than e'er thou couldft with bittereft reproached ; 
Thy anger could not pierce thus to my heart. 

Ofm. Yet I could virifh 

Xara. Hatte me to know it : what ? 

Ofm. That at this time I had not been this thing* 

Zara. What thing \ 

Ofm, This flave. ' 

Zara^ O Heav'n ! my fears interpret 
This thy file'nce; fomewhat of hieh concern » 
-Long fafliioning within thy labouring mind. 
And now^uft ripe for birth, my rage has ruin'd. 
Have I done this ? Tell me, am Ifo curfed? 

OJm, Time ma]^ have ftill one fated hour to come, 
Which, wing'd with liberty, might overtake 
Occafionpaft. 

Zara. Swift as. occafio;i, 1 y 

Myfelf will fly ; and earlier than the mom 
Wake thee to freedom. * Now 'tis late; and yet 

* Some news few minutes paft arrived, which feem'd 
* . To fhake the temper of the King.— Who knows 

* What racking cares difeafe a monarch's bed \ 
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« Or L0JK9 that btc at niglit ftill lights his hmp^ 
' And (bribes hit rays thro' du/k and fended fids, 
« Forbidding reft, may ftretch his eyes awake, - 

* And force their halls abroad at this dead hour. 

• rntry/ 

O/m, I have not merited this grace; 
Nor, ftould my fecret purpofe take eScSt^ 
Can I ^f^f^f as you require, fuch benefits. 

Zjrtf. Tiiou canil not owe miQ more, nor hate I nootC 
To gyiCy than Ttc already loft. But now, 
^»o ooes the form of our engagements reftj 
'f lioujiaft the wrong till I re^em thee hence ; 
lliat done^ I leave thy juftice to reltun 
My love. Adieu! [&i^ 

Ofmyn alonr* 

This woman has a foul 
Of godlike mould, iAtrepid and commanding. 
And challcnees, in fpite of me, my heft 
Jliieem, * 1 o this (hc*s feir, few more can boaft 

* Of perfbnal charms ; or with leis vanity 

* Mip^ht hojjs to captivate the hearts of king^* 
But me has pafiions which outftrip the wind. 
And tear her virtues up, as tempeils root 

Tlie fea. 1 fear, when fhe (haU know the truthj 
Some fwlft and dite event of her blind rgge . 
Will make all fatal. But behold fhe cpmes, 
For whom I fear, to fhield me from my fears, 
The caufe and comfort of my boding heart. . 
£nt^r Aimeria. 

0/jn. My life, my health, my liberty, myall! 
How (hall I welcome thee to this fad place ? 
How fpcak to thee the words of joy and tranfport ^ 
Ho\s^ nin into thy arms with-held by fetters ; 
Or Uikethee into mine, while Pm thus manacled 
Aiid pinion 'd like a thief or murderer i 
Shall I not hurt or bruife thy tender body, 
And (lain thy bofomwith the ruft ofthefc 
llude irons ? Muft I meet thee thus, Aimeria ? , 

jilw. Thus, thus ; we parted, thus to meet a^iRw 
Thou told'ft me thou would'ft think how we might meet 

To 
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To part no more ■■ N ow we will part no moi« ; 
For thefe thy chains, or deaths (hall join us ever, 

* Ofm, Hard meails to ratify that word I— O craelty \ ' 

* TRat ever I Ihould think beholding thee 

* A torture !— -yet, fuch is the bleeding anguifh 

* Of my heart, to fee thy fufferings — OHeav'nJ 

* That I could almdft turn my eyea away, 

* Or wifh thee from my fight.- 

* Aim. O \ faynotfo ; 

* Though 'tis becaufe thou loved me. Do not fay, 

* On any terms, that thou doft wifh me from thcc# 

* No, no, 'tis better thus» that we together 

* Feed on each other's heart, devour our woet 

* With mutual appetite ; and mingling xn 

* One cup the common ftream of both oiu* eyes, 

* Drink bitter draughts, with never-flaking thirfl ; 

* Thus better, than for any caufe to part, 

* What dofl thou think \ Look not \o tenderly 

' Upon • me — fpeak,. and take me in thy arms— . 

* Thou canft not I thy poor arms are bound, and flrK't 

* Iq vam with the remorfelefs chains which gnaw 

< And eat into thy flefh, fcft'ring thy limba 

< With rankling rufl.' 

0>. Oh! O 

Aim. Give me that figh. 

Why dofl thou heave, and fUfle in thy griefs ? 
Thy heart will burfl, thy eyes look red and flart ; 
Give thy foul way> and tell me thy dark thought. 

Ofm. For this world's rule, I would not wound thy 
breafl ^ 
With fuch a dagger as then fbiick my heart. 

Aim. Why ? why \ To know it, cannot wound D^ 
more. 
Than knowing thou haft felt it. Tell it me, 
—Thou givcft me pain with too much tendemefs. 

Ofm. And thy exceffive love diftradls my fenfe. 
t) would thou be lefs killing, foft, or kind. 
Grief 9ould not double thus his darta againil me. 

^/m. Thou doft mewrong, and Grief too robs my hcait> 
If there Ke fhoot not everjr other fhaft : 
Thy fecond fclf Ihould feel each other wound, 

B 4 Ks^ 
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And wo« (hould be in equal portions deah. 
I am thy wife— 

Ofm. O thou haft fearch'd too deep ; 
.There^ there 1 bleed ; there pull the cruel cords, 
Tliat ilraxn my cracking nerves ; -eneines and wfaedsy 
That piece-meal grind, are beds of down and balm 
To that foul-racking thought. 

Aim. Then I am curfed 
Indeed, if that be fo ; if I'm thy torment. 
Kill me, then kill me, dafh me with ^by chains* 
Tread on me: ' What, am I the bofom-fiiake, 

* That fucks thy warm life blood, and gnaws thy hcaitl 

* O that thy words had force to break thofe bonds, 

* As they have ftrength to tear this heart in funder \ 

* So fhould'ft thou be at large from all opprefiion.' 
Ami, am I of all thy woes the worft ? 

Ofm, Myallofblifs, my everiafling life. 
Soul of my foul, andendofallmy wilhes. 
Why doft thou thus unman me with thy words. 
And melt me down to mingle with thy weepings ? 
Why doft thou afk ? Why doft thou tafit thus piercingly? 
Thy forrows have diihirb'd thy peace of mind, 
And thou doft fpeak of miferies impofiQble. 

Aim, Didft not thou fay that racks and wheels were 
balm ^ 

And beds of eafe, to thinking me thy wife ? » 

O/m. No, no; nor fhould the fubtleft pains that hell, 
Or hell-bom malice can invent, extort 
A wifh or thought from me to have thee other. 
But wilt thou know what harrows up my heart : 
Thou art my wife— -nay, thou art yet my bride ! 
The facred union of connubial love 
Yet unaccomplifh'd, * his myfterious rites 

* Delay'd ; nor has our hymeneal torch 

* Yet lighted up his Ikft moft grateful facrifice ; 

^ But ckfti'd with rain from eyes, and Avaled with fight, 

* Burns dim, and glimmers with expiring light.* 
Is this dark cell a temple for that god ? 

Or this vile earth an altar for fuch offerings ? 

This den for flaves, this dungeon damp'd with woes ; 

* Is this our marriage bed ? arc thefc our joys ?' 

Is 
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* Is this to call thee mine ? O hold, my heart ! 

To call thee mine ? Yes j thus, e'en thus to call ^. 

Thee mine, were comfort, joy, extremeil ecftafy. 
, But O thou art not mine, not e'en in mifery ; . 

And 'tis denied to me to be fo blcfsM, 
As to be wretched with thee. 

^Im. No ; not that 
Th' extremeft malice of our fete can hinder 2 
That ftilKs left us, and on that we 'U feed. 
As on the leavings of calamity. 
There we will fead and linile on paft difbrefs, - 

* And hug, in fcom of it, our mutual ruin. 

OJm, O thou dofl talk, my love, as oiie refolved'y 
Becaufe not knowing danger. But look forward ; 
Think of to-niorrow, when thou (halt be torn 
From thefe weak, flruggling unextended arms : 
' Think how my heart wul heave, and eves will flrain. 
To grafp and reach what is denied my hands t 

< Think how the blood will ftart, and tears willgufh 

* To follow, thee, my feparating foul :* 

Thi0k how I am, when thou fhalt wed with Gar<^ia ! 
Then will I fmear thefe walls with blood, disfigure 
And da(h my face, and rive my clotted hair^ 
Break on this flinty floor my throbbing breaft. 
And grovel with gafli'd hands to fcratch a grave, 
\ Stripping my nails to tear this, pavement up,' 
And bury me alive. 

^/«f. Heart-breaking horror ! 

O/m. Then Garcia fhall lie panting on thy bofom, 
Luxurious, revelling amldft thy charms ; 

< And thou, per-force, muft yield, and aid his tranfport.* 
Hell! hell ! have I not caufe to .rage and rave ? 
What arc all racks, and wheqjs, and whips to this ? 

* . Are they not foothing foftnefs, finking eafe, 
« And wafting air to thi? V O my Almeria 1 
What do the damn'd endure, but to defpair. 
But knowing heav'n, to know it loft for ever ? 

j^Im. O, I am llruck, thy words are bolts of ice. 
Which flu)t into my breaft now melt and chill me. 

* X chatter, fliake, and faint with thrilling fears, 

* No, holdmc not O, let us not fupport, 

B 5 * ^^v 
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* But fink each other, deeper yet, down, down, 

* Where Icvell'd low, no more we'll lift our eyes, 

* But" prone, and dumb, rot the firm fecc of earth 
^ With rivers of incefTant fcalding rain/ 

Jilnter Zara, Perez, attti Selim. 

Zara* Somewhat of weight to me requires his firtt* 
dom. 
Dare you difpute the King^9 command I Behold 
llic royal (ignct. 

Per, I obey ; yet beg 
Your majefty one moment to defer 
Your entering, till the princefs is returned 
from vifiting the noble prifoncr. 

Zara. Ha ! ' ' 

What f^y'ft thou? 

Ofm, 'Weareluft ! undone ! difcoverM I 

* Retire, my life, with fpeed— Alas ! we're fitc»?t 
Speak of compaflion, let her hear you fpeak 

Of interceding for me with the King 5 
Say fomcthing quickly to conceal our loves, 
Ifpoffible^ • • ^ 

yt/m, 1 cannot fpeak. 

Ofm, Let me 
Cc)ndu6l you forth, as not perceiving her. 
But till (he's gone ; thenblefsme thusajgain* 

Zfira, Trembling and weeping as he leads her forth ) 
Confufion in his face, and grief m hers ! 
*Ti» plain I've been abufed— ^* Death and deftru£Uon !■ 
^ How (hall I fcarch into this myflery ? 

* The blueil blaft of peftilential air 

« Strike, damp, deaden her charms, and kill his eyes j* 
Perdition catch 'em both, and ruin part ^em. 
^0/m, This charity to orfe unknown, and thut 

^Aloudto Almm?i as Jhe goes otii^ 
Diitrefs'd) HeaVn will repay : all tliankt are poor. 

[Exit. Aim. 
Zara^ Damn'd, damn'd diffembler ! Yet I will be 
calm. 
Choke in my rage, and know the utmoft depth 
Of this deceiver— You fecm much furprifed. 
<2/rn« At your return fo fooa aud vnex^efted ! 

Zarok 
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21ara, And fo ^nwifh'd» unwanted too it fecms. 
Confufion.!. Vet I will contain myfelf. 
You're grown ais&TOurite fence lalt we parted : 
Perhaps I'm fkucy and intrudin g . ' ■ 

Ofm. — — Madam ! 

Zara. I did not know the p^incefs' favourite : 
Your pardon, fi^r-'—miftake me not j you thin|( ♦ 
I'm angry ; .you're. deceived, I came to fct 
You free ; but Jfhall Feturn much better pleafedj 
To find yOa haye.an intereil fuperior. 
( OJk» You do not come to xiux:k my mifcriei i 

Zara, I do. 
/ Ofm. I could at tfiis time ipare your mirth. -. 

Zara, I know thou could'ft ; but I'm not oftexl ' 

• •■:.' "pleafed, ' ' 

And will indulge it now. What tniferfes ? 
Who would* not bethus happily confined. 
To be the care of sve^ing nmjeiiy ? 
To have contending queens, at dead of night, 
Forfake their down, to ^vake with wat'ry cye#. 
And watch like tapers o*jer your hour of reft. - 
O curfc ! I cannot hold*-* 

Ofm. Come, 'tis too much*. 

Zara. Villain ! " 

O/m. How, madamt. 

Zara. Thou (halt dic.^ 

Ofm, I thank you. - 

Zara. Thou lieft, for now I know for whom thou*d|^ 
live.. . 

Ofm. Then you may know for whom. I'd die. 

Zarh. HeU! heU ! -' 

Yet PU be cahn— Dark and unknown betrayer ! 
But now the dawn begins, and the flow hand. 
Of Fate is ftretch'd to draw the veil, and leave . • . , 
Thee bare, the naked mark of public view. 

Ofnu You may be ftill deceived; ^tis in n:\ypowV, - 
Chain 'd as I am, toilyfroni all' my wrongs, 
And free myfelf at once from mifery, 
And you of me. 

Zara. Ha ! fay'ft tfaou-^ui PU pretcdt it. , fi 

I- -^B':*;:-.^; . ^ ;. ."Wl^ 
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Who waits there ^ At you will ainfwer it, look 

Attempt no means to make himfelf away. 
J've been deceived. The public fafety now 
Requires heifhould be more confined, andnonc. 
No, not the princefs, fufFer'd or to fee, 
Orfpeakwitnhim : PDquit youtotheKing. 
Vile andinmte! too late thou (halt repei^t 
The bafe injuftice thou haft done my love ; 
Yet, thou fhah know, fpiteofthy paftdiftrefs. 
And allthofe ills which thou fo long haft mounv'! 
Heav'n has no rage like love to hatred tum*^ ' 
Nor hell a fiiry Uke a womaftfcoru'd. 



creis, 
xiourn-'d, ) 



ACT IV, SCENE, a Rom of State. 
Enter Zara and Selim^ 

' Zara. 

HOXJ -haft already rack'd me with thy ftay ; 



T 



_ Therefore require me not to a(k thee twice i 
Reply at once to all. What is concluded ? 

SeL Your accufation highly has incenfed 
The King, and were alone enough to urge 
The fate of Ofmyn ; but to that, frefh news 
Jlas fince arrived, of more revolted troops. 
'Tis certain Heli too is fled, and with him 
f Which breeds amazement anddiftradlion). fomc* 
Who bore high offices of weight andtruft. 
Both in the ftate and army. This confirms 
The Kiilg in full beHef of all you told him 
Concerning Ofmyn, and his correfpondencc 
With them who firft began the mutiny. 
Wherefore a warrant for his death is fign'd ; 
And order ^iven for public execution. 

Zara, Ha! Iu3le thee! fly, prevent hts fate and 
mine; 
Rnd out tlie King, tell him I have of weight 
More than his crown t' impart, ere Ofmyn die. 

&/• It needs not, £orthe£Sng wiBflraight be here. 

And 
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And as to your revenge, not his pwn int'reft, 
Pijetcnd to iacrifice the life of Ofmyn, 

2arj. What fhall I fay ? Invent, contrive, advife 
Somewhat to blind the King, and fave his life 
Inwhomllive. * Spite of my rage and. pride^ 

* I am a woman, and a lover ftill. 

* O ! 'tis more grief but to fiippofe his deaths 

* Than ftill to meet the rigour of his fcom. 

* From my defpaitmy anger had i%^ fource ; . : ; 

* When he is dead, I muft defpair for ever., 
' • For ever I that's defpair — ^it was diftruft 

* Before; diftruft will ever be in love, 

* And anger in diftruft, both (hort-lived pains* - ^ - 
\ But in defpair, and ever-durins^ death, . ,. 

. ^ No term, no bound, but infimte of woe* ,. • 

* P tonnent but to tlun]|KL !f what then to bear ? .< 

* Not to be borne !'— Devife the n;ieans to fhun it, 
Quick ; or, by heav'p, t;his dagger drinks, thy t^ood. 

SeL My life is yours, nor wifn 1 to prefcrvc it. 
But tO'ferve you. I have already thought • 

Zara. Forgive my rage ; I know thy love -and truths 
But fay, what's. tP. bjC done ? or when, or how, 
ShaU I prevent Qi^,(^ th' approaching danger ? 

SeL YoumuftMBrfeemmoftrefbluteartdfix'd . 
On Ofmyn's death ; too quick )a change pf i^er^ 
Might breed fufplcion of the caufe., 4:4^ 
That execution may be done in private. 

Zara. On what pretence ? 

SeL Your own requeft's enough* 
.However, for a colour, tell him, you ' " '. . 
Have caufe to fear his guards may be corrupted. 
And fome of them bought off to Ofinynf s jntereft. 
Who, at the place of execution, will , 
Attempt to force his way for an efcape 5 
The ftate of things will countenance. all fufpicions* 
Then offer to the ICingto have him ftrangled 
In fecret by your mutes : and get an order, 
That none but mutes may have admittance to him. 
I can no more, the King is here. Obtain 
This grant—and TU acquaint you with the reft« ^Exlfs 

£uter 
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Enfer King» GonfiileZi^ and Perez. 
King. Bear to the dungeon thofe rebellious fbret^. 
« Th* ignoble cufs, that yelp to fill the cry, " 
* And ipend their mouths in barking tyranny.* 
But for their leaders, Sancho and Ramin^z^* ' 
Let 'em be led away to prefent death. 
Perez, fee it performed. 

Gonf. Might I prefume. 
Their execution better were deferred, 
Till Ofmyndie. Mean time we may learn more 
Of this confpiracy. 

Kingn Then be it fo. 
Stay, foldier; they (hall fufFer with the Moor. * 

Arc none returned of thofe that foUow'd Hdi ? * 

Gonf. None, Sir. Somepapera have been •fihccdif- 
In Roderigo'e houfe, who fled with hiin, [coTcr'd 

Which feem to intimate, as-if Alplionfo 
Were ftill alivej and arming* in Valcntia : ! ' 

Which wears indeed this colour of a truth. 
They who have fled have that way bent their courfr^ " 
Of the fame nature divers notes have been 
Difperfcd t' amufe the people ; whei^upon 
Some ready of belief, have raift^ thw rumour t 
That being faved upon the coaft bf Afric, 
He there fifclofed himfelf to Albucacim, 
And by a fecret compa^ made with him, 
Open'd and urged the way to tliis invafion ;. 
While he himlclf, returning to Valeittia 
In private, undertook to raifc this tumult. 
Zara. Ha I hcar'll thou that ? Is Ofniyn then Afr 
phonfo ? 
« O Heav'n ! a thoufand things occur at once 
< To my remembrance now, that make it plain.' 
O certain death for him, as fure dcfpair 
For me, if it be known— If not, what hope 
Have I ? Yet 'twere the lowell bafcnefs, now 
To yield liim up — No, I will ftill conceal him, 
And try the force of yet more obligations. • » 

Gonf. 'Tis not impoffible. Yet it may be 
That fome impofture has ufurp'd his name. 
Yout beauteous captive^ Zanii can inform^ 

9 
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If fuchanone, fo 'fcaping, was received ' 
At any tone in Albucacim's court. 

King, Pardon, fair excellence, this long ncglcft ; 
An unforefcen, unwelcome hour of buflneS, 
Has thruft between us and our while of love ; . 
But wearing now apace with ebbing fand, 
Willquicklywalte and give again the day, ' . ^ 

Zara* You're top fecure : the dang(|^more ixniai^ 
nent ' ' . 

Than your high courage fuffers yon to fee. ; 
While Ofmyn lives^ you are not fefe. 

King. His doom 
Is pafs'd : if you revoke ft not^. he dief.^^ 

JZor^, 'Tis well. By what I heard upon your ^. 
, • trance, 
I find I can unfold what yet concerns 
You more. One who did call himfelf Alphonfo 
Was caft upon my coaft, as is reported. 
And oft had private conference w^th tlie king ;,''. 
To what eflFcft I knew not then : but he, 
Alphonfo, fecretly departed, juft 
About the time our arms embark'd for Spaifr*- 
What I know more is, that a triple league 
Of flrrfteft friendihip vvasprofell between 
Alphonfo, Hell, and the traitor Ofmyn r 

King. Public jreport is ratified in this. /" -, 

^^iny.AndOfmyn'8 death required of ftrongneceflityi 

King. Give or^r ftrait that all the prisoners die; 

Zaram Forbear a moment, fomewhat morel have 
Worthy your private ear, and this your rainifteri 

King, Let ally except Gonfalez, leave the room. 

[^Exeunt Perez, (sf^. 

Zara, I am your captive, and you've ufed me xk>^ 
My; 
And In return of that, tho* otherwife 
Your enemy, * I have difcover'd Ofmyn 

* His private praAice and confpiracy 

* Agamft your ftatc : and fully to difchargf 

* Myfelf of what I've undertaken, 4iow* , 
I think it fit to tell youj that your guards 
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Are tainted : fome amon? 'efti liave refolved 
To refcuc Ofmyn at the mace of death. 

King. Is treafon then io near us as our guards ! 

Zarom Moft certain ; tho' my knowlec^e is not jet 
So ripe, to point at the particular men.' 

King. "What's to be done ? 

2Uira. That too I wUl advife. 
^ J have renvymg in mv train fome mutes, 
Aprefent once ft-om tne Sultana Queen, 
In the Grand JSignior^s court. Tbe(e fix>m their in- 
fancy 
Are pra£lxfed in the trade of death ; and fhall 
(As there the cuilom is) in private fbrangle 
Oiinyn 

Gonf, My lord, the Queen advifes well. 

King* What ofPring, or what recompence remains 
In me, that can be worthy fo great fervices ? 
To caft beneath jpour Feet the crown you've fkved, 
Tho* on the head that wears it, were too little. 

Zara. Of that liereafter ; but, mean time, *tis fit 
You give ftriA charge, that none may be admitted ■ 
To fee the prisoner, but fuch mutes as I 
Shall fend 

King. Wlio waits there ? 

Enter Perez. 

King. On your life take heed. 
That only Zara's mutes, or fuch who bring » 
Her warrant, have admittance to the Moor. 

Ztira. They, and no other, not tlie Princefi* felf. 

Per. Your majcfty (hall be obey'd. * 

A7«g. Retire. {Exit Pcrer. 

Gonjf. That interdiction fo particular, 
Tronounccd v/ith vehemence againfl the Pri^cefs, 
Should have more meaning than appears barefaced. 
The King is blinded by his love, and heed^ 
It not — Your majefly fure might have fpared 
The laft reftraint ; you hardly can fufpe<i:\' 
The Princefs is confederate with the Moor. 

7sara. Pve heard, her cliarily did once extend 
So far, to vifit him, at his requeit. 

ConJ. Ha! 

3 -^"J^- 
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King. How ? She vifit Ofinyn ! What ? my daugh- 
* ter! ^ 

SeK Madam, take heed; oryouhav^rmii'dall* ' 

[^jifide to Zara* 

Zara. And after did fblicit you on his 
Behalf — \ 

King. Never. You have been mifinforrti'd. 

2^ra, Indeed ! Then 'twas a whifper fpread by fomCi 
Who wifh*d it fo y a common art in courts. 
I will retire, and inftantly prepare 
loftrudiion for my minifters of death. 

\_Exeunt Tan and Selini 

Gon/. Thcre^ fomewhat yet of myftery in this : 
Her words and a^ons are obfcure and double, 
Sometimes concur, and fometimes difagree : 
I like it not. 

King, What dofl thou think, Gonfalez ; 
Are we not much indebted to this hir one ? 

Gon/. I am a little flow of credit, fir, 
In the fracerity of wonien 's a£Uons. 
Methinks this lady's hatred to the Moor 
Difquiets her too much ; which makes it feem 
As if (he'd rather that fhe did not hate him. 
I wi(h her mutes are meant to be employ'd * ' 
As (he pretends— -I doubt it now — ^Your guards 
Corrupted ! how ? by whom ? who told ner fo ? 
I' th' evening Ofmyn was to die ; at midnight 
She begg'd the royal fignet to rcleafe him ; 
I* th' momine he muft die again ; ere noon- . 
Her mutes abne miill ftrangle him, or he'll 
Efcape. This put together fuits not well. 

King. Ya: that there's truth in what (he has dif- 
cover'd. 
Is manifeft from every circumilailce. 
This tumult, and the lords Who fled with Heh, 
Are confirmation-— that Alphonfo lives. 
Agrees exprefsly too with her report. 

Gonf. I grant it, fir; and doubt not, , but in rage 
Of jealoufy,'ihe has difcover'd what 
She now repents. It' may be I'm deceived ; 
J^t why that needlefs caution of the Princefs t 
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What if (lie had feen Ofmyn? thougli'twiereitnuigf; 
But if fhc had, what was't to her ? unlefs 
She fear'd her ilronger charms mi^it caufe the Moor't 
AfTcdionto revolt. 

King. I thank thee, friend : 
There's reafon in thy doubt, and I am wam'd. 
But think'ft thou that my daughter fawthis Mo9r \ 

Gonf. If Ofmyn be, as Zara has related, 
Alphonfo's friend, 'tis not impofllbre 
But fhe might wnfli on his account to fee him. 

King. Say 'ft thou ? By heaven thou haft roufed %■ 
thought. 
That like a fudden earthquake (hakes my frame. 
Confufion ! then my daughter's an accomplicey 
And plots in private with this hellifh Moor. 

Gonf. That were too hard a thought— but fet ffi* 
come s 
*Twere not amifs to queftion her a little^ 
And try, howe'er, if I've divined aright* 
If what I fear be true, ihe'll be concern'd 
For Ofmyn'a death, as he'& Alphonfo's friend r 
Urge that, to try if (he'll folicit for him. 
Enter Almcria <zff^/ Leonora* 

King. Your coming has prevented me^ Almeria ;-. 
I had determined to have fent for you. 
Let your attendant be difmifs'd ; I have 

[Leonora retirer. 
To talk with you. Come near ; why doft thou (hsd^e ? 
What mean thofe fwoll'n and red-fleck'd eye^tlut look 
As they had wept in blood, and worn tlie night 
In waking anguiih I Why this, on the day 
Which was deiign'd to celebrate thy nuptials j 
But that the beams of light are to be ftain'd 
With reeking gore from traitors on the rack ? 
Wherefore I have dcfcrr'd the i^arriage-rites, 
Nor (hall the guilty horrors of this day 
I^rophane that jubilee. 

Aim. All days to me • 
Henceforth are equal : this the day of death. 
To-morrow, and the next s and each that follows, 

WiU 
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-,W3lundiilinguiih'd roH, and but prolong 
One hated line of more extended woe. 

JGng. Whence is thjr grief ? Give me to know the 
caufe, 
•And look thou anfw^ me with truth ; for know 
I am not unacquainted with thy falfehood. 
Why art thou mute ? bafe and degenerate piaid ! 

Gonf* Dear madam, fpeak, or you'll incenfe the King, 

Aim* What is't to fpeak ? or wherefore fhould 1 
fpeak ? 
Wliat mean thefe tears, but gnef unutterable ? 

King. They are the dumb confefHons of thy mind ; 
They mean thy guilt ; and fay thou wert confederate , 
With (lamn'd confpirators to take my life, 
O impious parricide ! now canft thou fpeak ? 

Alm^ O earth, behold, I kneel upon thy i)o£pm» 
And beixd my flowing eyes, to ftream upon ' 
Thy face, imploring thee that thou wilt yield |, 
Open thy bowels of compaffion, take 
Into thy womb the laft and moft forlora ^ 
Of altthy race^ Hear me, thou common parent t 
— rhaw no parent elfe — ^be thou a mother. 
And ftep between me and the curfe of him. 
Who was — who was-;^but is no more a father. 
But brands my innocence with horrid crimes. 
And for the tender names of child and daughter, 
Now calls me murderer and parricide. 

King, Rife, I command thee«— and, if thou woiddf( 
Acquit thyfdf of thofe deteftcd names, 
Swear thou haft never feen that foreign dog. 
Now doom'd to die, that moft accurfed Ofinyi^; 1 

Aim. Never, but as with innocence I might. 
And free of all bad purpofes ; fo Heav'n*8 
My witnefs. 

Km^. Vile equivocating wfetch 1 ' 
With innocence ! O patience \ hear — fhe owns it t 
Confefles it ! By heaven, 1*11 have him racked, 
Torn, manned, flay*d, fmpaled — all pains and tortures* 
That wit orman and dire feveuge can think, 
Shall he, acciunulated, under^)ear.- . :- 

Atnk% 
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Aim. 0» I am loft— -there fate begpnt to wotnh 
King. Hear me ; then, if thou canft, reply : i 
traitrefsy 
I'm not to learn that curfed Alphonfo li^cs : 
Nor am lignorant what Ofmyn ia 

jilm. Then all is ended, and we both muft die. 
Since thou'rt reveal'd, alone thou (halt not die : 
And yet alone would I have died, Heav'n knows. 
Repeated deaths, rather than have revealed thee. 

• Yes, all my father's wounding wrath, the' each 

• Reproach cuts deeper than the keeneft fword, 

• And cleaves my heart, I would have borne it ally. 

• Nay, all the pains that are prepared for thee : 

• To the remoifelefs rack I would have given 

• This weak and tender flefh to have been bruifed 

• And torn, rather than have reveal'd thy being.' 

King* Hell 1 Hell ! do I hear this, and yet cndufi 
What darcft thou to my face avow thy ^ilt ? 
Hence, ere 1 curfe — fly my juftrage with ipeed ; 
Left Lforget us both, and ipurn thee from me. 

Alwf. And yet a father ! think lam your child. 
Turn not your eyes away— look on' me kneeling; 
Now curfe me if you can, now fpum me oflF. 
Did ever father curfe his kneeling child ? 
Never ; for always bleffings crown that pofture* 

• Nature inclines, and half-way meets that duty, 

• Stooping to raife from earth the filial reverence j' 

• For bended knees returning folding anAs, 

• With pray'rs, and bleflings, and paternal love.* 
O hear me then, thus crawling on the earth— 

Kin^, Be thou advifed, and let me go, while yet 
The liglit impreflion, thou haft made, remains. 

Aim, *No, never wiU I rife, nor loofe this hold. 
Till you are moved, and grant that he may live. 

King. Ha ! who may Kve ? take heed, no more of that ; 
For on my foul he dies, though thou and I, 
And all fhould follow to partake his doom. 
AMV-ay, off, let me go— Call her attendants. 

[Leonora and Women return. 

Aim. Drag me, harrow die earth with mv bare bofom, 
I'll not let go till you have fpared my huloand. 

King 
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-ft7/j^.Ha! * what fajr'ft thou ?' Hu(band! ♦Hut 
^ ' band ! damnation ! 
*' What hufband ?* which ? who ? 
uilm. He, he is my hufband. 
King. ^ Poifon and daggers!' who? 

jiim. O . IFaittts. 

* Gonf. Help, fupporther.* ' 
Aim. Let me go, let me fall, fink deep— 1*11 digi 
I'll dig a grave, and tear up death ; I will ; 
;• I'll Icrape till I colledl his rotten bones, 
• And clothe their nakednefs with my own flefh ;* 
Yes, I will ftrip off life, and we will change : 
I will be death ; then, though you kill my hufband, 
. He fhall be mine ftill, and for ever mine. 

Kmg. Wliat hufband ? whom doll thou mean ? 

iJonf. She raves ! 

Aim. O that I did ! Ofmyn, he is my hufband* 

King. Ofmyn ! 

Aim. Not Ofmyn,. but Alphonfo is my dear 

And wedded hufband Heav'n, and air, and feas, 

Ye virinds and waves, I c^Il ye all to witnefs ! 

Kin^. Wilder than winds or waves thyfelf ddft rave. 
Should I hear more, I too fliould catch thy madnefs. 

* Yet fomewhat fhe muil mean of dire import, 

* Which I'll not hear, till I am more at peace.' 
Watch her' returning fenC^, and bring me word : 
And look that fhc attempt not on her life. {^ExitKing. 

Aim. O ftay, yet ftay ; hear me, I am not mad. 
I would to Heaven I were— He's gone. 

Gonf. Have comfort. 

Aim. Curfed be that rogue that bids me be of com- 
fort 1 x • 
Curfed my own tongue, that could not move his pity I 
Cwrfed thefe weak hands^that could not hold him here ! 
For he is gone to doom Alphonfo's death. 

Gonf. Your tooexceflive grief works on your fancy,. 
And deludes your fenfe. Alphonfo, if living. 
Is far from hence, beyoyndyour father's pow'r. 

Aim. Hence, thou detefted, iU-timed flatterer! 
Source of my woes ! thou and thy race be curfedl 

15ut 
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But doubly thou, who couldft alone have foSej - 
And fraud, to find the fatal fecret ottt. 
And know that Ofmyn was Alphonlb ! 

Goftf. Ha ! 

j1/m. Why doit thou ftart ? what doft thou (ee or kv 
Is it the. doleful bell, tolh'n^ for death ? 
Or dying groans from my Alphonfb'sbreaft ? 
See, fee ; look yonder, where a grizzled, pale. 
And ghaftly head ^ares by, all fmear'd withbkx>d| 
Gafping as it would fpeak ; and after, fee ! 
Behold a damp, dead nand has droppM a dagger : 
I'll catch it — -Hark ! a voice cries murder / ah ! 
My father's voice ! hollow it founds, and calls 
Me frc^ tlie tomb— ^1*11 follow it ; for there 
lihall again behold my dear Alphonfo. 

lExeunt AJm. andlAi 
Gonfalez alone* 

She's greatly grieved : nor am I lefs furprifed* 
Ofmyn Alphonfo ! no ; (he over-rates 
My policy : I ne'er fufpe^ed it : 
Nor now had known it, but from her miflake. 
Her hufband too ! Ha ! where is Garcia theii ? 
And where the crown that (hould defcend on him. 
To grace the line of my pofterity ? 
Hold, let me tliink — if I fhould tell the King— 
Tilings come to this extremity ; his daughter. 
Wedded already — what if he (hould yield I 
Knowing no remedy for what is paft ; 
And urged by nature pleading for his child, 
With which he feems to be already fhaken. 
And tho* I know he hates beyond the grave 
Anfelmo's race ; yet if— -that if concludes me. 
To doiibt, when I may be affured, is folly. 
But how prevent the captive queen, who means 
To fct him free ? Ay, now 'tis plain : O -\^'ell 
Invented talc ! He was Alphonlo's friend. 
This fubtle woman will amufe the King, 
If I delay — 'twill do— or better fo. 
One to my wifh, Alonzo, thou art welcome* 
Enter Alonzo. 

^on* The King expcfts your lordfhipw 

2 t?9i 
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Gonf* *Ti8 no matter ; 
3['m not i' th' way at prcfent, good Alonzo. 

Alon. \i\ pleafe your lordfhip, I'll return and fajr 
3 haveji)5t feen you. 

Gtmf. Do, my beft Alonzo. 

"YecAay, I would ^but go ; anon will fervc— — • 

"Yet I have that requires thy fpeedy help. 
1 think thou wouldft not ftop to do me fervicc. . 
Alotu I am your creature. 
Gonf* Say thou art my friend. 
. J*vc feen thy (vvord do noblq execution. 

Ahn. AU that it can yoiu: lordAiip fhall command. 
Conf. Thanks ; and I take thee at thy word. Thou% 
fee», : 
Among the followers of the captive queen, 
jDumb men, who make their meaning knowa by fign8« 
^/o«. . I have,, my lord. 
Gonf. Cfloildil thou procure, with fpeed ' 
And privacy, the wearing garb pf one 
Of thofe, tho* purchafed by his death, I*d give 
Thee ifuch reward, as (hould exceed thy wifh« 

AloTu Conclude it done. Where ihall I trait your 
^ lordihip \ ' 

Conf. At my apartmient* Ufe thy utmoft dili* 
gence ; : • 
And fay Fvenot beeo feeiw-^hafte, good Alonseo. 

l£xit Alonzo. 
So, this can hardly &iL Alphosib (lain, . . ^ 
The greateft obflacle is then removed. 
Almeria widqw'd^ yet again may wed ; 
AndJyetfi»tbt crowp/0||i Grf^rcw'l tead» L-S^*» 



ACT V, SCENE, a Room of 'State. 
King, Per<z, Mnd Alonzcw 

King. 

OT to be found ? In ail ill hour Tie's ibfent. » 
None, &y you } Aoaei what> not the favVitc 
eiauckf ^ ^ 

Nov 
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Nor (he herfdf, nor any of hermutes. 
Have yet required admittance ? 

Per. None, my lord. , 

King. Is Ofmyn fo difpofed as I commanded I 

Per^ Faft-bound in double cbainsy and at fUt 
len^ 
He lies fupme on earth : with as much eafe 
She mij^ht remove the centre of this eartli. 
As looic the rivets of his bonds. 

King. 'TisweU. 

\^Amuie appears^ andy feeing the Ktng^ rettrei. 
Ha ! ftop» and feize that mute ; Alonzo, foUow hinu 
Entering he met my eyes, and ftarted back * 

Frighted, and fumbh'ng one hand in his bofom. 
As to conceal th' importance of his errand* 

[^Kionzo follows him^ and returns with, a fafer. 

jflon. A bloody proof of obilin^te fidelity' ! 

King. What doft thou mean ? 

jllort. Soon as I feized the man, 
He fnatch'd from out his bofom thi&-^nd ftrove 
With rafh and greedy hafte at once to cram 
The morfel down his. throat.. I caught his arm, 
And hardly wrench'd his hand to wrin^ it froni him ; 
Which done, he drew a poniard from his fide. 
And on the inflant plunged it in his breafl. 

Ktug. Remove tlie body thehce ere Zara fee it* 

Alon. 1*11 be fo bold to borrow his attire ; 
'Twin quit me from- my pramife to Gonfalez. 

* [£;«// Alohzo. 

• Per. Whate'er it is, the King's complexion turns.' 

Kwgn How's this ? my mortal Toe beneath my! roof 1 

[^Having read the letter* 
'O give me patience, aU ye powers ! no, raCher 
Give me new rage, implacable revenge, . . 
And tteblcd fury — Ha ! who's there ? ' 

I*erez. ^Jy )ord. < . . . 

Ktng. Hence, flave ! how dareft thou bide, t« watch 
and pry 
Into how poor a thing a ki^ig defcerids, . ' ^ , 
How hkc thyfelf, whep paffion treads hiiji dq^n i ' f 
Ha ! llir not, on thy life I for thou w^rt fi*'d^ 

And 
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And planted here to fee me gorge thistiait, 
And la(h againflthe hook— By Heav*n j you're all 
Rank traitors : thou art with the reft combined : 
Thou knew*ft that Ofmyn was Alphonfo; knew'il 
My daughter privately with him conferred. 
And wert the fpy and pandet to their meeting. 

Pen By all that's holy, I'm amazed—— 

King. Thouly'ft. 
Thou art accomplice too with Zara: here. 
Where (he fets down — SttUiulIl Ifet //S^r/r/r^r— [Reading.] 
That fomewhere is repeated — Ihavepotufr 
O'er them ffjat are thy guarJs'^'Mark that, thou traitor« 

Per*. It was your majefty's command, I (hould 
Obey her order. 

King. [Reading.] And Jill will I fdt 

Thecfree^ Alphonfo — Hell ! curfed, curjfed Alphonfo 1 

Falfe and perfidious Zara I Strumpet daughter 1 ' 

Away, be gone, thou feeble boy, fond Love, 

All Nature, Softnefs, Pity, and CompalHon, 

This hour I throw ye off, and entertain 

Fell hate within my breaft, revenge, and gall. 

By Heav'n, 1*11 meet, and counterwork this treachery. 

Hark thee, villain, traitor — anfwerme, flave ! 

Per. My fervice has not merited thofe titles. 

King. Dareft thou reply ? « Take that'— Thy fervice ! 
thine ! - [Strikes him* 

What's thy whole life, thy foul, thy all, to my 
One moment's eafe ? Hear my command ; and look 
That thou obey, or horroV on thy head : 
Drench me thy dagger in Alphonfo's heart. 
Why doft thou ftart ? Refolve, or— — — 

Per. Sir, I will. 

King. 'Tis well — ^that when (he comes to fet him free. 
His teeth may grin, and mock at htoremorfe. 

>W [Perez going* 

—Stay thee — I've farther thought — Plladd to this, 
And give her eyes yet greater difappointment : 
When thou haft ended him, bring me his robe ; 
And let the cell where (he'll expert cO fee him 
Be darken'd, fo as to amufe the fight, 
. I'll be condudcd thither— mark me well— - 

C Thsx^ 
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There with his tuibanty and his Tobe array 'd. 
And laid along, as he now lies, fupine, 
I fhall conviA her, to her hcCf of raliehood* 
When for Alphonfo's ihe (hall take my handy 
And breathe her fighs upon my lips for his ; 
Sudden I'Jl ftart, and dafli her with her guik. 
But fee, (he comes I 111 (hun th' encounter ; thou 
FoHow mey and give heed to my direftion. [£sa* 
jBnter Zara amd Sehnu 
Zara. * The mute not yet returned !' Ha, 'twas Ac 
King! 
The King that pafled hencr ! frowning he went t 

* His eyes like meteors rolled, then darted down 
' Their red and angry beams ; as if his fight 

* Wouldy like the ra^ng Dog-ftar, fcorcn the earthy 
' And kindle ruin in its courfe :' Dpft think 

He faw me ? 

SeL Yes ; but then, as if he thought 
His eyes had err'd, he haflily recalled 
Th' imperfedlook, and flenily tum'd away* 

Zara, Shun me ^en feen ! I fear thou tiaft undone 

* Thy (hallow artifice begets fufpicion, [mft; 
< And, like a cobweb veili but thinly fhades 

' The face of thy defign ; alone difguifing 

* What (hould haTe ne'er been feen ; imperfeft &£fchief f 

* Thou, like the adder, venomous and deaf, 

* Haft flung the traveller ; and^ after, hear'fl 

* Not his pmfuing voice ; e'en when thou think*ft 

* To hide, the ruftling leaves and bended grafs 

* Confefs, and point the path which thou haft crept* 

* O fate of fools ! officious in contrivinsr ; 

* In executing, puzzled, lame, and loft. 

Setw Avert it, Heav*n ! that you (houldever fuffer 
For my de&^ ; or jhat the means which I 
Devifed to fcrve, fliouldruin your defign.-! 
Prefcience is Heav'n*s alone, not giv'n to man. 
If I have &il'd in what, as being man, 
I needs muft fail, impute not as a crime 
My Nature's want, but puniih Nature in me ; 
I plead not for a pardon, and to live, 
But to be punifhM, and forgiven. Here, ftrike ; 
I bare my breaft to meet your juft revenge. 

4 Zara* 
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jSara. I have not leifure Dow to take fo poor 
A forfeit as thy life : fomewhat of high 
And more important fate requires my thought ! 

• When I've concluded on myfelf, if I 

• Think fit, I'll leave thee my command to die V 
Regard me weD, and dare not to reply 

To what I give in charge ; for I'm refolved. 
Give order^ that the two remaining mutet 
Attend me inftantly, with each a bo^ 
Of fuch ingredients mixM> as will with fpeed 
Benumb the living faculties^ and give 
Mq^ eafy and inevitable death. 
Yes, Ofmyn, yes ; be Ofnoyn or Afehonib^ 
I^ ^v€ thee freedom, if daou darm be fite : 
' Such liberty, as I* embrace myfdf, 
Thou (halt partake. Since rates no more aftord, 
I tan but die with thee to keep my word* {Exit. * 

- • ^. senilis, opening Aemn the Prifm. . 

Enfer Gonialez, dtfgmftdHke a. Mute^ vmb a daggtr. 

Gonf. Nor centinel, nor guard ! the doors unbanr*4 t 
And all«a ftiB» as at the oooa of dlgfat ! ^ 
Sure Dbath already haa been b«rfyhere^ -^^ 

There lies my way ; that door too ia unlockM. 

[Luting h» 
Ha ! fure he fleeps- all's dark within, £ive what 
A lamp, that feebly lifts a fickly flame. 
By fits reveals— his face feems tumM to favour 
Th' attempt ; I'll ileal and do it unperceived. ' 

What noife i fomebody coming ? *ft, Alonzo ! 
Nobody. Sure he'fl wait without— —I would 
*Twere done — I'll crawl, and ftingliim to the heart \ 
Then cafl my fldn, and leave it there to anfwer it. 

[Goes in* 
Enter Garcia and Alonzo. 

Gan Where ? where, Alonzo ? where*s my father ? 
The King ? Cpnfufion ! all is on the rout ! [where 

All's loft ! all ruln'd by furprife and treachery ! 
Where, where is he ? why doft thou midead me i 

'Alon; My Lord, he enter'd but a moment fmcc. 
And could not pafs me unperceived— What hoa ! 
My Lord^ my Lord, what hoa ! my Lo;rd Gponfalez ! 

C 2 EnlO' 
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Enter (xonfalez Uoody. 

Gonf. Perdition choke your clamours !— -whence thi 
rudcnefs ? 
Garcia ! 

Gar, Perdition, Slavcryy and Death, 
Are ent*ring now our doora ! Where is the King ? 
What means this blood ? and why this face of horror^ 

Gonf. No matter : give me firft to know the caufe 
Of thefe your ra(h and ill-timed exclamations. 

Gar. The eaftern gate is to the foe bctray'd» 
Who, but for heaps of flain that choke the pafls^». 
Had entered long ere now, and borne down all 
Before 'em, to the palace walls. Unlefs 
The King inperfon animate our men, ^ 

Granada's loit ^ and to confirm this fear. 
The traitor Perez, and the captive Moor, 
Are through a pdlUm fled, and join the foe t 

Gonf. Would all were falfe as that ! for whom you caB 
The Moor is dead. That Ofmyn was Alphonfo f 
la whofe heart's blood this poniard yet is wai^n. 

Gar* Impoflible ! for Ofmyn was, while flying, 
Pronounced aloud by Perez for Alphonfo. 

Gonf. Enter that chamber, and convince your eyes,. 
Bow much report has wrong'd your eafy faith. 

[Garcia goe^ i«. 

Alotim My Lord, for certain truth Perez is fled. 
And has declared, the caufe of his revolt 
Was to revenge a blow the King had given him. 

Gar. [Returning.'] Ruin and horror ! O heart wound- 
ingfight ! [ror ? 

Gonf. What fays my fon ? what ruin ? ha ! what hor- 

Gar. Blailed my eyes, and fpeechlefsbe my tongue, 
Rather than or to fee, or to relate 
This deed !— O dire miftake ! O fatal blow ! 
The King 

Gonf. andAlon. The King ! 

Gar. Dead, wclt'ring, drown'd in blood \ 
See ! fee ! attired like Olinyn, where he lies. 

[^Theylooi in. 
O whence, or how, or wherefore was this done I 
But what imports the manner of the caufe I 

Notliing 
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Nothing remains to do, or to require, 

But that we all fhould turn our fwords againft 

Ourfelves, and expiate, with our own, his blood. 

Gonf. O wretch ! O curfed and ra(h deluded fooi ! 
On me, on me, turn your avenging fwords ! 
I, who have fpilt my royal mafter'a blood, 
Should make atonement by a death as horrid. 
And fall beneath the hand of my own fon. 

Gar. Ha ! what ? atone this murder with a greater \ 
The horror of that thought has darap'dmy rage. 

* The earth already groans to bcai this deed ; * 

* Opprefs her not, nor think to ftain her face 

* With more unnatural blood. Murder my father! 

* Better with this to rip up my own bowels, 

* And bathe it to the hilt, in far kfo damnable 

* Selfmurder.' 

Gonf, O my fon ! from the blind dotage 
Of a father's fondnefs thefe ills arofe : 
For thee I've been ambitious, bafe, and bloody ; 
For thee I've plunged into this fea of fin ; 
Stemming the tide ^^'ith only one weak hand. 
While t'other bore the crown (to wreathe thy brow) ' 
Whofe weight has funk me ere I reach'd the (hore. 

Gar. Fatal ambitioii ! Hark ! the foe is enter'd ! . 
The flirillnefs of that fhout fpeaks 'em at hand. {Shout* 

* We. have no time to fcarch into the caiife 

* Of this furprifing and raoft fatal error. 

* What's to be done? the King's death known, would 

* The few remaining foldiers with defpair, [ftrikc 
^ And m^e 'em yield to mercy of the conqueror.' 

Aion. My lord, I'vethought how to conceal the body :. 
Require me not to tell the means, till'done^> 
Left you forbid what, then you may approve. 

\Goes in* ShouU 

Gonf. f'heyt fhout again-l ^late'er he mcarts to do,, 
*Twere fit the foldiers were amufed with hopes ; 
And in the mean time fed with expectation 
To fee the King in perfbn at their head. 

Gar* Were it a truth, I fear 'tis now too late : 

C 3 But . 
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But 111 omit no care* nor hafte ; and try 
Or to repd their force, or bravely die. ^£A 

Enter Alonzo. 

€hnf. What haft thou done, Alonzo ? 

Aion. Such a deed 
As but an hour ago I'd not have done. 
Though for the crown of univerfal empire. 
But what are kings, reduced to common day ? 
Or who can wound the dead ?^-I*vefrom the bo^ 
Severed the head, and in an obfcure corner 
Difpofed it, muffled in the Mute's attire. 
Leaving to view of them who<nter next. 
Alone the undiftin^uiAiable trunk ; 
Which may be ilin miflaken bvthe guards 
For Ofaiyn, if in feeking for tlie Kmg 
They chance to find it. 

Gottf. 'Twas an aft of hoin:t)r. 
And of a piece with this day's diremifdeed^%. 
But 'tis no time to ponder or repent. 
Hafte thee, Alonzo, hafte thee hence with fpeed> 
To aid my fon. I'll follow with the hft 
Referve, to reinforce his arms : at leaft, 
.1 ihall make good and fhelter his retreat. 

lExettntJ^vtraSf* 

Enter Zara, followed By SeHm, and two Mutes 
hearing the Bowls* 

Zara, Silence and folitude are every where I 
Thro' all the gloomy ways and iron doors 
That hither lead, nor human face nor voice 
Is feen or heard. * A dreadful din was wont 

• To grate the fenfe, when enterM here, from groans 

• And howls of flaves condemn 'd ; from clink of chains^ 

• And crafh of rufty barsiind creeking hinges ; 

• And ever and anon the fight was darn'd 

• With frightful faces, and the meagre looks 

• Of grim andghafily executioners. 

• Yet more this flillnefs terrifies my foul, 

• ITian did that fcene of complicated horrors. 
^ It may be that the caufe of this my errand 

• And purpofe, being changed from life to death* 
^ Has alfo wrought xhi% cluUing change of temper. 
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* Or does my heail bode more i What cad it more 
« Than death V 

Let 'em fet down the bowlsy and warn Alphoofo 
That I am here— fo, YoU| return and find 

[Mutes gtnng tn^ 
The King ; tellhim> what hr required I-ve done. 
And wait his coming- to approve the deed. [^Exit SeBrn* 
Enter Mutes m 
iara. What have you flecn ? Hi! wherefore ftarc 
you thua [ The Mutes return and look affirighted. 
. With haggard eyes ? Why are your arms acrofe f 
Your heavy and defponding heads h yng down ? 
Why is't you more than fpeak in thefe fad figns ? 
Give me more ample knowledge of this mourning. 
XThey go to thefctne^ *mhtch epimngyjbe perceives the hodif% 

Ha ! proftrate ! bloody ! headlefs \. O I'm loft \ 

O Ofmyn ! O Alphonfo ! Cruel Fate ! 
Cruel, cruel, O mor^ than kilhn? obie6l ! 
Fcame prepared to die, and fee thee die — 
Nay, came prepared my felf to ^c^ thee death— 
But cannot bear to find thee thus, my Ofmy n 

this accurfed^ this bafe, thls^ treacherous King 

Enter Selim. 

SAm. I've fought in vain ; for no where can the King 
Be foun d 

Zara. Get thee to liell, and feek him thert \ 

[^Stais hiffu 
Hi8*helKfh rage had wanted means to a<5k. 
But fbr thy fatal and pernicious counfel. 

Sel. You thought it better then — ^but I'm rewarded* 
The Mute you fent, by fometmtfchance, was feen. 
And forced to yield your letter with his life : 

1 found the dead and bloody bpdy ftripp'd 

My tongue faukers, and my voice fails -I fink - 

Drink not the poifon — ^for Alphonfo i s ■ < ' [^Diesm 

Zofa. As thou art now — ^and I fhall quickly be. 
*Tis not that he is dead 5 for 'twas decreed 
We both ihoiild die. Nor is*t that I furvive j 
I have a certain remedy for that. 
Sut oh \ he £ed unknowing in my heart* 
. . He 
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He knew I loved, but knew not to what height ; 
Nor that I meant to fall before his eyes, 
A martyr and a vidlim to my vows ; 
Infenfible of this laft proof he's gone : 

* Yet Fate can rob his mortal part alone 

* Of fenfe* : his foul ftil) feet^ and knows each piu|>ofe» 

* And fix*d event of my perfilling faith.* 
Then wherefore do I paufe ? give me the' bowl. 

[yf Muteineels^ and^inxsone qfthetovb. 
Hover a moment yet, thou gentle fpirit, ^ 

Soul of my love, and I will wait thy flight. 
This to our mutual blifs, when join'd above. [^Drinis^ 

friendly draught ! already in my heart. 
Cold, cold ! my veins are icicles and froft. I 
1*11 creep into liis bofom, lay me tliere ; ' 
Cover us clofe— or I (hall chill his breaft. 

And fright him from my arms— See ! fee I he Hides 
Still farther froni me ; look, he hides his face ! 

1 cannot feel it— quite beyond my reach. 

O now he's gone, and all is dark [2)«/» 

[ The Mutes kneel y and mourn over ber% 
Enter Almeria and Leonora. 

yllm, O let me feek him in this horrid ceU ; 
For in the tomb, or prifon, 1 alone 
Muft hope to find him. 

Leon, Heavens ! what difmal feene 
Of death is this ? the eunuch Selim flain ! 

Aim. Shew ipe, for I am come in fearch of death j^ 
But want a guide, for tears have dimm*d my fight. 

Leon. Alas, a little farther, and behold 
Zara all pale and dead \ two frightful men, 
Who feem the murderers, kneel weeping by ; 
Feeling remorfe too late for what they*ve done. 
But O forbear — lift up your tjes no more, 
But l«fte away, fly from this fatal place. 
Where miferits are multiplied ; return, 
Return, and look not on, for there's a dagger 
Ready to ftab the fight, and make your eyes 
Rain blood 

Aim. O I foreknow, forcfee that objeft* 
Is it at lad then fo ? Is be then dead I 

•What 
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• What dead at laft, quite^ quite for ever dead ! 

• There, there, I fee him; there he lits^ the blbod 

• Yet Wilbbling from his wounds — O more thart fayage ! 

• Had they or hearts or eyes that clid this deed ? 
^ Could eyes endure to guide fuch cruel hands ? 

• Are not my eyes guilty alike with theirs,, 

• That thus can giaze, and yet not turn to ftone i^ . 

I do not weep ! the fprings of tears are dried, 
And of a fudden I am calm, as if 
All thills were well j and yet my hufband's murdcr'd ! 
Yes, yes, I khow to mourn ! I'll fluice this heart, 
The fource of woe, and let the torrent loofe. 
■ ' ■ T hofe men have left to weep I they look^on mc I 
I hope they murder all on whom they look. 
Behold me well ; your bloodj hands have crr*dr 
And wrongfully have flain thofe innocents : 
'I am the facrificc deiign*d to bleed ; 
And come prepared to yield my throat ! — ^Thcy bow 
Their heads in fign ofgrief and innocence I 

[ TheypQiai at the howl on the gromJl 
And point ! what mean they ? Ha ! a cup ! O well 
I underftand what medicine has been here. 
O noble thirft ! yet greedy, to drink all — 
Oh for another draught ot death ! — * What mean they ? 

[They point at the other cup. 

• Ha ! point again !* 'tis there, and full, I hope. 
Th^ks to the lib'ral hand that fill'd thee thus ; 
I'll drink my glad acknowledgment' 

Depn. O hold, 
For m'ts|;cy's fake ; upon my knee I beg 

Alm^ With thee the kneeling world (hould beg in vtun. 
Seeft thou ndtihgrc? behold who proftrate lie&. 
And pleads againft thee ; who fhall then prevail ? 
Yet I will take a cold and parting leave 
From his pale lips 5 I'll kifs him ere I dnnk. 
Left the rank juice (hould blifter on my mouth. 
And ftain the colour of my laft adieu. 
Horror 1 a headlefs trunk ! nor lips nor face, 

[^Comin^ near the body^Jiarts and lets fall the cup. 
But fpouting vems, and m?ingled flefti ! Oh ! oh ! 

Enter 
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Enter At^honfo, Hcli> Perez, fuiti Garcia Pr^Mtr, 
Guards f and AiiendatUi, 
Aiph. Awaj^, Hand off! where is (he f let me fly. 
Save her from death, and fnatdh her to my heart. 
Jllm. Oh ! 

Alph. Forbear ; my arms alone (hall hold her up^ 
Warm her to life, and wake her into gladncfg. 

* O let me talk to thy reviving fcnie 

* The words of joy and peace ; warm thy cold beautkl 
' With the new-flufhing ardour of my cheek $ 

' Into thy lips pour the foft trickling balm 

* Of cordial %h8, and re-infpire thy bofom 

* Vfiih the breath of love. Shine, awake, Almeria* 
Give a new birth to thy long-fhaded eyes. 

Then double on the day refleded light. 

Aim. Where am I ? Heaven \ what does this dream 
intend ? 

A^h. O may ft thou ilever dream of lefs* delight. 
Nor ever vrake to lefs fubftantial joys ! 

Aim, Given me again from death ! O all ye pow*r«, 
Confirm this miracle ! Can I believe 
My fight * again ft my fight ? and fhall ItrUft: 

* That fen fe, whicb, inonelnftant, (hews him dead 

* And living r' Yes, I will 5 I have been abuled 
With apparitions and affrighting phantoms : 
*r}iis is my lord, my life, my only huft>and : 

J have him now, and we no more will part. 

My father too fhall have compalfion 

yllpb, O my heart's comfort ! 'tis not given to this 
Frail life, to be intirely blelVd. E'en now, 
In this extremeil joy my foul can tafte. 
Yet 1 am dafh'd to think that thou muft weep : 
Thy father fell, where he defignM my death. 
Gonfalez and Alonzo, both of wounds 
Expiring,, have with their laft breath confefs'd 
Tlie juft decrees of Heaven, which on themfelves 
Has turn'd their own moft bloody purpofes. 
Nay, I muft grant, tis fit you Ihouldbe thus 

\^She weeps.. 

* I^et 'em remove the body from her fight.' 
lU-fatcd Zara ! Ha I a cup ! alas ! 

Thy 
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'hy €rrortbeti is plain ; but I were ftint 

fot to o'eiiow in tribute to thj memory* 

> Garcia !■ 

7ho{t virtue has renounced thy father*8 crimegy 

eeft thoU) how juft the hand of Heav'n hus been? 

#et us, who through our innocence furvive, 

tiH in the p^ths of honopr perfevere, 

Lnd not from paft or prefent ills defpair ; 

or bleflings ever wait on virtuous deeds ; 

Lad though alatei a fure reward fucceeds. 

lExctmt omnei^ 
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No more a Princefs^ hut in ftatu quo ; 
And now as unconcerned this mourning ^wear^ 
j^s if indeed a widoWf or an heir* 
Fve lei/urej now^ to mark your feveralfaces^ 
And kno'jj each critic iy his. four grimaces. 
To poifon plays^ I fee them 'where they Jit j 
Scatter'* d like ratjlane^ up and down the Pit ^ 
While others ivatch^ like tar ijhfearchers^ hired 
^0 tell ofi^hat difcafe the Play expired* 
O with what Joy they run^ to Jpread the -news 
Of a damned Poct^ and departed Muje ! 
But if he fcape^ ivith what regret they^refeized f ; 
Andhozu they re difappointed^ when thcy*re plcafedl 
Critics to Plays for the fame endrcfort, 
Thatfurgeons wait on trials in a court : 
For innocence condemned they**ve no refpcH^ 
Provided thcy'^ve a body to dijfedm 
As Suffex men^ that dweU upon ihejhore^ 
JL'ook ottt whenjlorms arije^ and hillo^ius roar^^ 
De*voutly prayings with uplifted hands^ 
Thatfome <well'laden Jhip may Jlrike the funds ; 
J'o whofe rich cargo they may make pretence^ 
And fatten on thefpoils of Providence : 
So Critics throng to fee a new PlayfpUt^ 
And thrive andprofper on the vjrccks of wit. 
Small hope our Poet from thefc profpeBs drazvs ; 
And therefore to the Fair commends hiscaufe* 
Your tender hearts to mercy are inclined^ ^ 

With whom^ he hopes ^ this Play will favour find ^ > 

Which was etn offering to the f ex defgn^d^ j 







i 



'Alexander the Great ^ 

A 

T R A G E D Y, 

WRITTIN IT 

NATHANIEL LEE, Gewt. 

WiTH ALTERATION S« 
' At it It now pcrfonned at the 

THEATRES- RQYAL 

I N 

l^rtff t*)tane and Cdiient^c^amtr* 

L O N D fi V'. 

I'rinted forT. Lonomait; C. Corbet; 
W.Nicoll;W.Lowndss;S.Bladon; 
and T. Whibldok. 

if|BC€|I.XXXV. 



\^v.,^_^^^^^^^ 



■^ ^ \^ 



^^-^^-v-^A^ >s^ 



N'C^jiS.X-ViV 



f 







ADVERTISEMENT. 



^HERE U p€rhap5 no Play in the 
Erfglijh Atzm2i9 which has receiv- 
ed fo rmany alterations as Mr. Lbb's 
Tc^ediy of The: Rival ^eens, or jUcx-* 
anikr the Greats Wc have liith'erto 
paid particular attention to noUce every 
Qmiffibn, as well as- ev^ry akidition or 
variation^ : made, at the Theatres,^ in* 
orderto. prefcn t ourrcadcrs as well with 
tke:gciiuin^ words of oiir Authors, as 
with the new improvditteritsi. 

In The Rival ^eens fo many are the 
alterations, that we found it imprafti- 
cable topurfue our general plan, with- 
out running the greateft hazard of 
throwing the whole into confufion : 
A 2 we 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

we had therefore two . objeds before 
us, of which we could choofe but one : 
cither to print as the Author wrote, or 
accorditig to the lateft improvementSt 
which are allowed to have made this 
Tragedy exceedingly more valuable. 

The original Play may at any time 
be purchafed at a final 1 price, which 
is not the cafe with the modern <Mie, 
We have therefore chofen to give the 
whole as it is now prefentedat the 
Theatres, not doubting but we ihall 
Aand excufed for this fingle deviation 
from our general plan, fince we have 
thereby been enabled, in this inftance^ 
to make a valuable addition to the 
ENGLISH THEATRE. 
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T O 

Mr. LEEy on hx^ Alexander. 



THE blaft of common cenfare con'd I fetr. 
Before yonr play my name (hoo'd not appear ; 
For 'twill be thoaght, and with fome colour too^ 
I pay the bribe I firft rccciv'd from you : 
That mutual vouchers for our fame we ftandj 
To play the game into each other's han^ ; 
And as cheap pen'orths to ourfelves afford^ 
As BeffuSf and the brothers of the fword. 
Such libels private men may well endure^ 
When flatef and kings theinfelves are not fecure : 
For ill men, confcious of their inward guilt. 
Think the beft adions.on by-ends are built. 
And-yet my (ilence had not 'fcap'd their fpite^ 
Then envy had not fufFer'd me to write ; 
For, (ince I couM not ignorance pretend^ 
Such merit I mud envy or commend. 
So many candidates there (land for wit, 
A place in court is fcarce fo hard to get ; 
In vain they croud each other at the door. 
For ev'n reverlions are all begg'd before : 
Defert, how known foc'cr, is long dtlay'd ; 
And then, too, fools and knaves are better pay'd. 
Yet, as fomeadions bear fo great a name. 
That courts themfclves arejull, for fear of ihame ; 
So has the mighty merit of your play 
Extorted praife, and forc'd i(felf a way. 
'Tis here, as 'tis at fea ; who fartheft goes. 
Ox dares the moft, make all the reft his. f<tes ; 
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Yet when fome virtue mach outgrows the reft^ 

It ihoots to6 faft, and bigk to b^ tuprei ; y^ 

As/his heroic worth ilrQck envy dumb^, 

Who took the Dutchman, and who cut the boom : 

Such praife is yours, while you the paffions move. 

That 'lis no longer feigned, 'tis real love ; 

Wharc Nature triumphs over wretched Art; 

We only warm the head, but you the heart. 

Ah^ays you warm: and if.tbe rifhig y«*ir," 

A«{ iff hot regions, bfing the fun -tot) near; 

^Tis but to make your fragrant fpiccs blow. 

Which in our cooler climates will not grow : 

Thev only think you animate your theme 

.Witn too much fire, who are themfelves all phllrgffi : 

I'rizes wou'd be for lags of floweft pace, - 

Were cripples made the judges of the race. 

Defpife tbofe droiuea, who prafe while they accuio 

The too much vigour of your youthful mtlfe. 

That humble ftile which they their virtue male 

Is in your powV ; yon neei but ftoop and talit« 

Your beauteous images mutt be aliow'd 

By all,^ but fome vile poets of the crowd. 

But how fiiou'd any figi^pofl dauber know 

The worth of Titian, or of Angelo ? 

Hard features every bungler can command ; 

To draw true beauty fhevvs a mailer's hand.: 
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PROLOGUE. 

TJOW hard the fat i is cf tbt fcr'ihiling drudge, 
tVho writes to ail when yetjofcv) can juJ^e f 
H^ity like Religion, once divine was thought , 
Jind the dull croud icliivd as they tvere taughty ' 
Nciu each ftii^atick foci f>reJ'Hme\ t' explain 
The te^ty and docs the /acred ivrit profane : 
■For^ mobile your nvits each other'*sfaU purjue^ 
Tbtfops ufurp the poKOcr bglong\ toycu. 
Yov think y^ are challenged in each Ncfv Play-hitts 
• jind hereyau come for trial tf j^our Jkill \ 
ffhere, fencer likCf yott one ancther hurt, 
fyhiU with your wounds you make the rabhU fptf'f* 
. Others there are that have the hrtttdl tvlli 
T« murder a pwr piiy^ l>ut want tbeJkitK " • \ 
Vhey l^vtQjiihtf hutfildem hmvf the vfit . ■ 
Tf/py thepUuwbtrt tbty may thrufl tind bh\ 
■ Attd tktrtfin^ llkt jmt huHy tftht ttvfn, 
^^Ifitrjt0ii4i to drawt but ktii<kjbc poef 4kwn% 

fVith tSJtfti liki bogt inptritiUf U/uccuds, 
• Tbtfrott Mp tUi, and kncvf »9tfi9vi*n firm ifiifu. 
jtifN^j^ffparhf that biibftr C^m9 taeh day) 
iToa^jiurewiit and not to mind eur play 9 
Mtbearfiiyom ufualfolliet to the pit, 
jUdvHtb Uu4 nonfenfe drcwn thtftageU wit \ , 
. Talli of'your cloatbsi your lajt debaucbu ttll^ 
' And witty' bargaim to each otbtr fell \ 
^ ' Clout on tbtJiUyJhe% wbo^ for your Jai0% 
Can 'Vanity and notfe for Iwtmifiakei 
Till tbo Coquitto Jung in tbo ntxt lampoon 
; Js by btr jtalous friends fent out of town, 

For, intbit duellings intriguing age, 
*. VCbolovfyou makt it Ukt tbo war you vtagh 
^Tc^reftillprovontod ieryou come t'ingage* 
But 'm not tofucb tripngfoes as you, 
■ The mighty Alexander deigns to fue j 
Ye Perfuns of the pit he dofs defpife, 
* But to the man offenfefor aid befier; 
On their experienced arms be now dependt, 
^or fears he odds, if they but pro've hisfiendfi 
' For as be once a little bandfuUbofe, 
The numerous armies of the world t'oppofe, - 
Sb, backed by you, who underfiand the rultSp ' 
Be hopet to rout the mighty hojl o//mU% 
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THE 

RIVAL ^U E E N Si 

O R 

ALEXANDER THE GREAT. 



ACT I. 

SCENE The Gardens tf Semiramis. 

Entir Hepheftion andhy^m^o^iisfghtimgm 

^ ' Clytos parting them. 

Cijt.WJUAT are you madmea ^ this a time for 

VV quarrel ? 

Tut up I fay— Or, by the gods that form'd mc. 
He who refttfes makes a foe oi Cljtus. 

Lyf* I have his fword. 

Clyt. But mud not have his life. 

Lyf. Moft not ! old Cljius ! 

Clyt. Hair-brain'd boy, you mufl n6t. 

Heph. Lend me thy fword, thou father of the war. 
Thou far-famM guard oi AUxandtr*s life : 
Curfe on this weak unexecuting arm ! 
Lend it, old Clytus, to redeem my fame ; 
Lyfimachus is brave, and elfe wilt (corn me. 

Lyf. There, take thy fword; and, isnce thoaVtbeilt 
on death. 
Know, 'tis thy glory that thou dy'ft by me. 

Cyt. Stay thee, LyfimachuM ; Hefbefiion, hold; 
I bar you both ; m^ body interposed. 
Now let me fee which of you dares to flrike. . 
By Jofc you've ftirr'd the old man !— >that rafli arm 

A S That 
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That firft advances, moves againfl the gods 
And our great king, w^hofe^ deputy I flaojd. 

Lyf^ Some propVer time- Au(l terminate our quarrel* 

Heph. And cure the bleeding wounds my honoor 
bears, .' ^• 

Clyt, Some prop'rer time I ^is falfe— so hour ii 
propejr; < 
No time (houW fee a brtrve mair db amifs. 
Say, what's the noble caufe of all this madaefs I 
What vail ambitjon .blows jhe dftBgcrQus.fi^-e I 
Why a vain, fmiiing, whining, coz'ning woman. 
By all my triumphs ! in the heat of youth. 
When towns were nick'd,.and beauties pro(!rate lay. 
When my blood boiPd, and nature work'd me high, 
CUtui ne'er bow'd his body to fuch fliame ; 
I knew 'em, and defpis^d their cobweb arts. 
The whole fex is not worth a foldier's thoughts 

Lyf, Our caufe of quajrcl may to theefeem light j 
But know, alefs has fet t(ie world io arms,. 

Clyt. Yes, Troy they tell us by a woman fel!^ 
Cnrfe on the fex, thev are the bane of virtue X 
Death I I'd rather this right arm were loft. 
Than that the kingfbould hear of your imprudence— 
What 5 on a day thus fet apart for triumph \ 

Lyf. We were indeed to blame. 

C/y/, The memorable day ! 
When our hot mafter, whofe impatient foul 
Outrides the fun, and iighs for other worlds 
To fpread His conquefls, and difFufe his glory ; 
Now bids the trumpet for a while be iilent. 
And plays with monarchs, whom he us'd to drive ; 
Shall we bv broils awake him into rage. 
And rouze the lion, that has ceas'd to roar ? 

Lyf* Clytus thou'rt right — put up thy fword Hephtf- 
tion : 
Had pafTion npt eclips'd the light ofreaibn. 
Untold wc might this confcquence have feen. 

Flepk. Why has not reafon power to C0n<iuer love? 
Why are we thus enflav'd ! 
C/yt, Becaiifc unmanM i 

Bccaufc 
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Bccaufe ye follow Alexander's fteps. 
Heav&'s ! that a face fhoald thus bewitch his foul^ 
And ruin all that's great and godlike in it. 
Talk, be iny bane, yet the old man mull talk ; 
Not (q he lov'd when lie at IJfus fought. 
And join'd in mighty combat mtYiDanuh 
Whom 'from his chariot flaming all with gems, 
^e hurrd to earth, and ca.tch'd th' imperial crown. 
^W3« not the ihaft of love p.erformM that feat; 
He knew no Cupids then. Now mark the chang^ I 
A brace oC rival queens embroil the court ; 
And, while each hand is thus employed in beauty, 
Wher^ has he room for glory ? 
. jy//i&. In his heart. 
Ctyt, Well faid, young minion f — Lindeed forgot 
To whom* I fpoke — but Syjioamhis comes. 
Now is your time, for with her comes an idol 
That claims your homage — I'll attend the king. 

{Exit. 
. ' Eater Syfigambis, nuith a letter ^ and Parifatis*. 
SyJ, Why will you wound me with your fond com- 
plaints. 
And urge a fait that fcan never grant } 
You know, my child, 'tis Alexander'^ will ; 
Here> he demands you for his lov'd HefhcpU-n, 
To difobey him might enflame his wrath. 
And plunge our houfe in ruins yet unknown. 

Par, 1*0 footh this god, and charm him into temper. 
Is there no vidim, none but Pan/atis ? 
MuH I be doom'd to wretchednefs and woe. 
That others may enjoy the conqu'roir's fmiles t 
Oh !. if you ever lov'd my royal fathep— 
And fure you did, your guihing tears proclaim it— 
If ftill his name be dear, have pity on me! 
He would not thus havs Iforc'd me to defpair ; 
Indeed he would not.— Had I begg'd him thus. 
He would have heard me, e'er my heart was broke. 
. Sj/. When will my fufFcringsendl O when ye gods I 
Fof fixty rolling years, my foul has ftood 
The drcad-viciffitudes of fate unmovM ; 

I tho«glu 
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1 thoa^ht *em jroar decrees » and therefo«T yielded. 
But this lift tnal, at it fprings from folly* 
£zceedt my fiiff^nince, aod 1 moft complain. ^ 

Lyf. When SjJigmmUs moornst do common woe 
Can be the caofe— ^tit mifery indeed. 
Yet pardon y mighty queen « a wretched prince* 
Who that prefames to plead th^ caofe of love. 
Beyond my life, beyond the world [KmnliMi] I prise 
Fair fm/atif^Hcsir me, I conjure yon ! 
As you have aathoriz'd HifheJfi9M*$yow8f 
Reject not mine— grant me but equal leave 
To ferve the princefs, and let love decide. 

I/efk. A bleffing like the beauteous Fari/ktis 
Whole years of fervice, and the world's wide empire> 
With all the blood that circles in our veins* 
Can never merit ; therefore in my favour 
I begg'd the king to interpofe l^is ini'reft ; 
Therefore, I begg'd your majefty's affiftance ; 
Your word is pall, and all my hopes reft on't. 

Zj/. [Effing H Periih fuch hopes! for love's agen'« 
rous paifion 
Which feeks the happinefs of her we love7 
Beyond th' enjoyment of our own defires. 
Nor kings nor parents here have ought to do. 
Love owns no influence, and difdains controul j 
Let 'em ftand neuter — *tis all I a/k. 

Hepb* Such arrogance did AUxaudtt woo* 
Would lofe him all the conquefts he has won. 

Ly/,'To talk of conquefts well becomes the man 
Whofc life and fword are but his rival's gift. 

Syf. ii grieves me, brave Ljifimachui, to find 
My power fall fhort of my defires to (ttyt you ; 
You know Hefheftion firft declar'd his love* 
And 'tis as true* 1 promifed him my aid. 
Your glorious king, his mighty advocate, 
became himfelf an humble fuppliant for him. 
Forget her, prince, and triumph o'er your paffion : 
A conqheft worthy of a foul like thine. 

Ljf. Forget her ! madam : fooner fliall the fun 
Forget to (bine* and tumble from his fphere. 

Farcwelj 
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Ptre«^ll, great qneen— my honoar now demandji 
That Alixmnitr ihoald himfelf explain 
That wond'roQf merit which exalu his faT'rite^ 
And cafts Lyfimachus at fuch a diflance. 

\Exii Lyfimachoi* 

Syf* In tbif viAld tranfport of oa^ern'd pafiioa 
Too far I fear he will incenfe the king. 
Is jlUxaniir yet^ my lord, arrived ? 

Hifh. Madam, 1 know not» bat d^mukr comes» 
He may perhaps inform qs» 

Syf, I would fhun him. 
Something there is, I know not wl\y« that ihocks me^ 
Something my pa tare ihrinks at, when I fee him. 

[Extunim 
Enter Cailander. 

Caf. The face of day now blulhes fcarlet deep ; 
Now blackens into night. The low'ring fun. 
As if (he dreadful bolinefs he foreknew. 
Drives heavily his fable chariot on. 
How fierce it lightens ( how it thunders round me ! 
All nature feems alarmld for Alixamdtr* 
Why be it fo. Her pangs proclaim my triumph. 
My fours firil wiihes are to (lartle fate. 
And llrike amazement thro' the hbilof.Heav'n. 
A mad CbaUeM with a flaming torch. 
Came to my bed lad night, and bellowing o'er me^ 
^Well had it been, he cry'd, {ox BahyUn^ 
If curU CaffknJtr never had been born. 

Enter Theflalus 'with a facke^ 
How now, dear JbeJiUns, what packet's that ? 

The/. From Macedon, a truily Have jail brought itf 
Your father chides us for our cold delay ; 
He fays Cra/erns, by the king's appointment, 
. Comes, in his room, to govern Jli«r//««, 
Which nothing but the tyrant's death can hinder. 
Therefore he bids us boldly flrike. 
Or quit our purpofe, and confefs our fears. 

fia/. Is not his fate refolved ? this night he dies ; 
And thus my father but foreltalls my purpofe. 
How am I flow tbea I if I rode on thanaer. 
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Wiog'd as the light'ning* it would a(k fome mom 
Ere I could blaft the growth of this Coloffks. 

The/. Mark where the haughty Ptljpercb^m con 
Some new affront by AUxatiiir ^iven, 
Swells in hu heart, and ilings him into maduf fs. 

Ci^. Now, now'f oar time; he-mtill^ he iball 
our's; 
His haughty foulf will kindle at his wrongs^ 
£laze into rage, ' ind glory in revenge. 
Enttr PoLyperchon. 

Foly. Still as I pafs^ frefh murmurs £11 my ears \ 
All talk of'wrongs , and mutter their complaints. 
Poor foul-lefs reptiles 1 — their revenge expires 
In idle threats. — The fortitude of cowards I 
Their province is to talk I ^is mine to adt. 
And ihew'this tyrant, when he dared t6 wrong me. 
He wrong'd a man whofe attribute is vengeance. 

Ctf/I All nations bow their heads with (ervile bon- 
dage. 
And kifs the feet of this exalted man. 
The name, the (hout, the blaft from cv'ry mouth 
Is AlexamUrf JlUxander liuns 
The lift'ning ear, and drowns the voice of Heav'n. 
The earth's commanders fawn like crouching fpaniels \ 
And if this hunter of the barbarous world. 
But wiiid himfelf a god, all echo him 
With univerfal cry* 

Pdy. I fawn, or echo him, 
Caffander, no ! my foul difdains the thought ! 
Let eaftern (laves or proftituted Greeks 
Crouch at his feet, or tremble if he frown. 
When PdlypercboM can defcend fo low, 
Falfe to that honour, whichthro' fields of death, 
I iHU have courted, where the fight was fierceil. 
Be icorn my portion, infamy my lot. 

The/, The king may doom me to a thoufand torture.', 
Ply roe with fire, and rack me like FhtUtas^ 
Ere t (hall floop to idolize his pride. 

Ca/ Not Ariftander^ had he raisM all hell, 
Cou'd more have fhock'd my foul, than thou hail dcne^ 

by 
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'By th^ bare mention of Pbilotoi* mnrder« 

O Pvlyperchan i how (hall I defcribe it ! ' 

Did noi.your eyes rain blood to fee tfae'hero? 

Did not tl>e fpiriti btirft with fmother'd vengeancet 

Ta fee thy noble fellow warrior tortor'd 1 

Ve^t^ without groaning* jor a. tear, endure. 

The torments of the damnM? O death to think it? 

We fa^ hina braia'd, we £&w his bones laid bare ; 

}iia reins wide lanc'd, and the poor qisiy 'ring ile/b 

With fiery pincers from his bofbm torn* 

Till all behrid'wh^ce the great heart lay panting. 

7?jf^rYet all like ^ata«» flood !—coIdli£elieis fUtnes! 
As if the iight had frose us into marble. 
When, with colkdedrage, we ihaold have flown 
To infant vengeance on the ruthlefs caiife^ 
And plangM a thOnfand daggers in bis heart. 

Caf, . At our laft banquet> when the bowl had gone 
The giddy round, and wine iaflam'd my Spirits ; ' 
J (siw Cratertts SLnd Hepb^^mtDier 
In Perfism robes ; to Ahxandif^s health 
They^largely drank ; and falling at his ifeet 
With iq^pious adoration thus addrefs'd 
Their idol. god. Hail fon of thundering Jo<ift / 
Hail firft of kings ! young Amman live for ever \ 
Then kif/d the earth ;. on which f laugh'd aloud. 
And fcoifing, a(k'd 'em, why they kifs'd no harder. 
Whereon the tyrant, ilarttng from his throne, 
SpUrn'^d me to earth, and damping on my neck. 
Learn thou to kifs it, was his fierce reply; 
While with his foot he prefs'd ae to the earth. 
Till Hay weltering in a. foam of blood. 

Pol, Thus when I mocked the Perfiant that ador'd 
hife. 
He (Iruck me on the. face, fwnng me around. 
And bid jiis guards chaftize me like a (lave. 
But if he 'fcape my vengeance, may he live, 
Greaft as that god whofe name he thus prophanes. 
And like a (lave may J again be beaten, 
ScofFM^as I pafs, and branded for a coward. 

Caf. There fpoke thc.fpirit of CnUfthenes : 

Remember. 
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Remember, iie't a man, his fle(h as jpeoetrable 
As any girrt, a^d wounded too as foon ; 
To give him death no thonders arereqair'd. 
Struck by a ftone yonng Jmfittr has falPsw 
A fword has pierc'd him^ and the blood has fbllow* 
Nay, we have feen an hondred commoA- ailments 
Bring this immortal to the gates of death. 

PqL O let as not delay the glorioos bufinefs ! 
Oar wrongs are great, and honour calls for vengeanci 
Are your hearts firm / 

TUif, As Heav'n or hell can make 'em. 

P^. Take then nny hand, and if yon donbt my trnthj 
Rip up my breaft, and lay my heart upon it. 

Ca/, While thus we join our hands and hearts to- 
gether. 
Remember Htrmohms and be hofli'd. 

P9L Huih'd as the eve before an hurricane. 
Or baleful planets when they (hed their poifons. 

Caf. This day exulting Bmiylvn receives 
The mighty robber— with him comes R§xMnap 
Fierce haughty fair ! On his retnm from IwMm, 
Artful (he met him in the height of triumph. 
And by athoufand wiles at Sm/a kept him. 
In all the luxury of eaftern revels. 

P«/. How bore Staiira his revolted love ^ 
For, if I err not, 'ere the king efpous'd her. 
She made him promife to renounce Roxanu. 

Thtf, No words can paint the anguilh it occafion'd ; 
Ev'n Syjigambis wept, while the wronged queen 
Struck to the heart, fell lifelefs on the ground. 

Caf. When the firft tumult of her grief was l^d^ 
I fought to fire her into wild revenge ; 
And to that end, with all the art I could, 
DefcribM his paifion for the hx'ighx. Roxanm. 
But tho' I could not to my wifti inflame her. 
Thus far atleaft her jealoufy will help; 
She'll give him troubles that perhaps may end him. 
And fet the court in univerfal uproar. 
But fee ihe comes. Our plots begin to ripen. 
Now change the vizor, every one difperle. 
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id, with A face of friendihipj meet the king. 

.£/iter Sy&gSimhis, Statira, mnJ PuiCsitU. 
fta, O for a^agger, a draught of poifon, flames ( 
ell heart, break, break thou wretched ftubborn 

thing. 
w, by the Tacred &re, I'll not be held : 
iy give me leave to walk. 
5j2/:. Unhappy Pati/atis / 
:hefe no reverence to my perfon due ? 
uft me, Statiru, had thy father liv'd, 
riMs wou'd have^heard me. 
?/«. O he's falfe. 

lis glorious man, this wonder of the world, 
to his love, and ev'ry god forefworn. 
[ h^ve heard him breathe fuch ardent vows, 
(t-weep the morning with his dewy eyes, 
id iigh and fwear the lift'ning (Urs away. 
Sjjl Belief not rumour, 'tis impoflible. 
ly AUxaiuler is renown'd for truth ; 
love deceit— 

^ta. Away, and let me die. 
was but my fondnefs, 'twas my eafy nature 
ou'd have excus'd him — but away fuch weaknefs. 
e not his falfehoods, and Staiira^s wrongs, 
fubjeft canvafs'd in the mouth of millions ? 
le babbling world can talk of nothing elfe. 
by, Alexander t why would'fl thou deceive me ! 
ive I not lov'd thee, cruel as thou art I 
kve I not kifs'd thy wounds with dying fondnefs, 
th'd 'em in tears, and bound 'em with my hair ! 
bole nights I've fat and watch'd thee as a childj 
lU'd thy fierce pains, and Tung thee to repofe. 
Par. If man can thus renounce the folemn ties 
facred love, fidelity and truth, 
Who wou'd regard his vows ? 
^ta, Rejg^ard his vows, the monfter, traitor ! Oh ! 
n\\ forfake the haunts of men, converfe 
I more with aug^ht that's human ; dwell with dark* 
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For Alice the fight of him is now anwelcounot 

Whai has the world to give Statira joy ? 

Yet I muft tell thee» parjur'd as he i8> 

>iot the foft breezes of the genial fpring. 

The fragrant violet, or op'ntng rofe. 

Are half fo fwcet as Aleicander\ breath : 

Then he will:talk-^good gods how he will ttlk ^ 

He fpeaks the kindeft words, and looks fach tbingfi 

Vows with fuch pafTion, and fwears with fuch ftgricef 

That it is heav'o to be deluded by him. 

Byf. Her forrows mud have way. Alas, my child t 

hta. Rcxana then enjoys my purjur'dlovei 
Hoxana clafps my monarch in her wtm%, 
Doats on' my conqu'ror, my dear lord, ay kiof • 
Oh 'tis too much 1 by Hea?*n I cannot bear it l 
I'll die*, or rid me of the burning tortnre* 
Hear me, bright eod of day^ hear ev'ry god* 

^j^. Take heed, Sfaiira ; weigh it welT^ my ckiU» 
Ere defperate love enforces yon to fwear» 

Sta. O fear not that, already have I weighed it ; 
And in the prefence here of Heav'n and yoa. 
Renounce all converfe with perfidious man* 
Farewel ye cozeners of our eafv fex ! 
And thou the falfeft of the faithlefs kind. 
Farewel for ever ! farewel I farewel ! 
If I bat mention him the tears will flow. 
How couldft thou, cruel, wrong a heart like mine, 
Thos fond, thus dotting, ev'n to madnefs, on thee! 

Sy/, Clear up thy griefs, AUisaHder comes. 
Triumphant in the fpoils of conquer'd India ; 
This day the hero enters Bahykn, 

Sta. Why let him come : all eyes will gaze with 
rapture ; 
All hearts will joy to fee the viftor pafs, 
AH but the wretched, the forlorn Statira^ 

Sjf. Wilt thou not fee him then ? 
• Far. Not fee the king ! 

$ta» I fwcar, and Heav'n be witnefs to my vow. 

Never from this faid hour, never to fee» 

- . Nor 
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Nor fpeak, no, nor, if po^ble, to thixdc ? 

Of AUxandtr more : this is my vo^» 
And when I break it — 

Syf, Do not ruin all t 

Sta, May I again be purjarM and deluded ! 
May furies rend my heart I may light'nings blafl me ! 

Syf. Recall, my child, the dreadful imprecation* 

^ta. No, I will publifh it through all the court; 
Then to the bow 'r9- of great Semiramis 
Retire for. ever from the treacherous world. 
There froin man's £ght will I conceal my woes. 
And feek in folitude a calm repofe : 
Nor pray'ri, nor tears, fhall mv refolves controul, 
Kor lave icfelf# that tyrant of tne foul* {ExiunK 



ACT II. 

Sniir Cailander and Polyperchon. 
Cii/ TIE cornet^ the headlong AUxandtr comet % 

XjL The ^ods forbid him Babylon in vain % 
In vain do prodigies foretell his fall. 
Attended^ by a throng of fcepterM ilaves, 
-This raoid conqueror of the ravag'd globe. 
Makes nis appearance> and defies the danger. 

EH* Why all this noife— ye partial powers declare-* 
Thefe ilarts of nature, at a tyraut^s doom ? 
1%' Alexander of fuch wond'rous moment, 
That.Heav*n (hould feel the wild alarms of fear. 
And fate itfelfbecomea a babble for him } 

Caf^ CasM.ia.the very arm we faw him wear. 
The fpirrt of his father haunts the court. 
In all themajefty of folemn forrow. 
The awful fpedtre fixM kis eyes upon me, 
Wav'dhis pale hand— ^nd,. threatful fhook his head,^ 
Grpan'd out, forbear, and vaniftiM from my view* 
A fear till then unknown poifefs'd my foul. 
And fick'hing nature trembled iat the iight I 
' Bel. Whyi ihould you trembla^«-Had the yawning> 
earcb 

' ■ ' ' Laid 
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tforehim. Clytus, Hephellioa, Lyfittwchafi Arif* 
mder, Cafihtes, Guards, and Atttitimai^ ^ 
See the conquering hero comet, 

Sound the trumpets, heat the drums ; 
Sports prepare, the laurel Bring, 
Songs of triumph to himjing. 

Zee the godlike youth advance. 

Breath the flute, and lead the dance i 
Mjrtle tvreaths, and rofes ttvim. 

To deck the heroes hrow diwrnl ^ 

Heph. Hail, fon of Jove ! great Alexander bail \ 

AUx. Rife all ; and thou my fecottd felf, my fr^end^ 
> my Hephefiionl raife thee from the leartii ! ' 
!ome to'my arms^ and hide thee in my heart; 
[earer, yet nearer, elfe thoa lov*fl me not. 

Heph^ Not love my king ! bear witnefs all ye 

powers, 
^nd let your thunder nail me to the centre, 
ffacred friendfliip ever bum'd mor» brightly ! 
nmortal bofoms can alone admit 
L flame more pure, more permanent than mine* 

Alex. Thou dearer to me than my groves of laurctj 
know thou lov'ft thy Alexander more 
Than Clytus does the king. 

Lyf, Now for my fate ! 
fee that death awaits me— yet IMI on. 
Iread fir, I cail me at your royal feet. 

Alex. Rife my Lyfimachus ; thy veins and mine, 
'rem the fame fountain have derivM their ftreams. 
s not that Clytus-^^^ 

Clyt. Your old faithful foldier. 

jUex. Clytus, thyhand.—- Thus,doublearm'd, me* 
thinks 

0a nd tremendous as the Lybian god, 
Vho^ while, his prie(!s and I quafF'd facred blood, 
Uknowledg'd me his fon. My lightening thou, 
Ind thou my mighty thunder. 1 have feen 
Thy glittering fword dut-fly coeleAial fire; 
Ind when Vtt cry'd, begone tnA execute, 

I've 
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Prt/efa kim- ro* fwiftcr than Parting i)indf» 
Nor bent the.tenilffr. grafs beneath hi* feet. 

hyf. When fame invited^ and Alexander Ieads» 
Dangers and toils but animate )he brave. 

Clyt. Peri(h the (bldier ingloriou s and defpis'i 
Who darts from either^ when the king cries— on 

Alex. O Cljtus! O ray noble veteran ! 
'Twas, I remember, when I pafs'd the Gramcnr, 
Thy arm prefery'd-me from nnequal force. 
When fierce Icanor and the bold Rbe/aces, 
Fell both upon me, with two mighty blows, 
Andclovemy temper'd helmet quite afunder, 
T'hen, like a god, flew Clytusxo my aid. 
Thy thunder ftruck Rhe/aces to the ground; 
And turn'd with ready vengeance on leaner. 

Cljt, To your own deeds that vidory you om 
And fure your arms did never boa (I a nobler. 

Alex. By Hcav'n they never did ; they never c 
And I am prouder to have pafs'd that ilream. 
Than to have done a million o'er the plain. 
Can none remember 1 Yes, I know all muft; 
When glory, like the dazzling eagle, flood 
Pf rch'd on my beaver in the Granick flood ; 
When fortune's felf my ftandard trembling borej 
And the pale fates flood frighted on the fliore ; 
When each immortal on the billows rode. 
And I myfelf appear'd the leading god. 

Art/, Hafte, firll of heroes, from this fatal pli 
Far, far from Balylan, enjoy your triumph. 
Or all the glories, which your youth has won. 
Are blafted in their fpring. 

Alex. What mean thy fears? 
And why that wild diltradUon on thy brow I 

Art/. This morn, great king, I view'd the angry 
And frighted at the direful prodigies. 
To Or^madei for inftruftion flew ; 
But as I pray'd, deep echoing groans I heard. 
And flirieks as of the damn'd that howl for fln. 
Shock'd at the omen, while amaz'd I lay. 
In proflraterev'renceon the trembling 4oorj 

- • Tl 
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Thus> in a.voice like thonder, fpoke the god : 
Th^ bf iehc^ft glory of imperial mti\. 
The priae of nations, and the boaft of fame^ 
Remorfelefs fate in Babylon ha» doom'd 
To fadden and irrevocable ruin. 

Jlex, If Heaven ordains that Babylon mad fall. 
Can I prevent th' immutable decree? 
Enter. Perdiccas. 
Per. O horror i horror ! dreadful and portentous ! 
jilex, Howtnow Fer dictate whence this exclamation? 
Fer. ^s Meleager find myfelf this morn. 
Led forth the Ferfian horfe to exercifej 
We heard a Qoife as of a rufhiog wind ; 
When fuddenly a flight of baleful birds. 
Like a thick cloud, obfcur'd the face of Heav'n : 
On founding wings from different parts they flew. 
Encountering m£t, and battled in the air ; . 
Their talons clafh'd,. their beaks gave mighty blows. 
And fhow'fs of blood fell copious from their wounds. 
Alex, Though all the curtains of the iky were drawn^ 
And the (lars wink, young Ammen fliall go on ; 
While my Statira (bines 1 cannot flay. 
Love lifts his torch to light me on my way. 
And her bright eyes create another day. 

^JlA VoHchfafe, dread fir, to hear my humble fait, 
A prince intreats \t, and, what's more, your kinfman* 
Alex. A foldier aiks it, that's the nobleft claim. . 
Ly/» For all the fervices my fword has done. 
Humbly I beg the princcfs Fari/atis, 

AUx. Lyfimachus no mor e<*-it is not well,—;- . 
My word, you know, was to Hepheftion giv'n ; 
How dare you then — but let me hear no more on'.t. 

Lyf. At your command to fcale th' embattled wal^ 
Or fetch the gore-dy'd ftandard from the foe. 
When has HephtJHon flown with warmer zeal? 
When did he leave Lyfimachut behind ? 
^ Thefe I have done, for thefe were in my pow'r^ 
\ But when you charge me to renounce my love, . 
And from my thoughts to hzxii^ Fari/atii \ 
Obedience there becomes impoflible. 

Nature 
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Natore revolts, and my whole foul rebek. 

Akx. It docs, krave fir !-*thea hoar me, anc 
dumb. 
When by my order curft Califth^et 
Was as a traitor doom'd to live in torments^ 
Yoyr pity fped him in defpight of me. 
Think not I have forgot yoor infolencei 
No, tho' I pardon it.— Yet, if again 
Thoa dar'ft to crofs me with another crime. 
The bolts of fory fhall be doubled on thee* 
In the mean time-— think not of Parifiau ; 
For if thou doft— >by Che immortal Jmmn ! 
I'll not regard that blood of mine thou ihar'ft^ 
But ufe thee as the vileft Maadonian. 

Ly/, I knew you partial, ere I movM my fuit ; 
Yet know, it ihakes not my determined purpofe i 
While I have life and ftrength to wield a fword, 
I never will forego the glorious claim. 

Jlex. Againft my life : ha I traitor, was it fo ; 
'T'is faid that i am rafli, of hafty humour; 
But I appeal to the immortal gods. 
If ever petty, poor, provincial lord. 
Had temper like to mine? My Have, whom I 
Could tread to clay, dares utter bloody threats. 

Clyt, Forgive, dread fir, the frantic warmth of lo 
The noble prince, I read it in his eyes, 
Wou'd die a thoufand deaths to ferve his prince. 
And juftify his loyalty and truth. 

Ly/. I mean this minion there, (hould feel my aj 
Love claims his blood, nor (hall he live to trinm] 
in that defirudion that awaits his rival. 

Alex. I pardon thee, for my old Clytus* fake. 
But if once more thou mention thy rafh love. 
Or dar'il attempt Hepheftion^s precious life, 
J*ll pour fucb ftorms of indignation on thee, 
Philotas rack, Ca/zfiJ^enef difgrsLCt, 
Shall be delight. to what thou (halt endure. 

C/yt. My lord, the aged queen, vihh Pariya/iii 
Come to congratulate your fafe arrival* 

Ma 
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Entir Syfigambis ^WParifatM. 
Alex, O thou, the bed of women » SyJigamiSi, 
Source of my jov, bleft parent of my love l 

Sj/, In humble duty to the gods and you. 
Permit us, fir, with gratitude to kneel. 
Thro' you the royal houfe of Perjia (hines, 
Rait'd from the depth of wretchednefs and l-urn^ 
In all the fplendor of imperial greatnefs. 

A/ex, To meet me thus was generoufly do»e ; 
But iVill there wants to crown my happinefs. 
That treafure of my foul, my dear Statira ; 
Had fhe but come to meet her AUxandtr^ 
1 had been bled indeed. 

Clyt, Now who fhail dare 
To tell him of the queen's vow ? 

Alex. How fares 
My love ? — Ha ! none anfwer me ! all (ilcnt ! 
A fudden horror, like a bolt of ice. 
Shoots to my heart, and numbs the feat of life. 
Hepb, I would relate it, but my courage fails me. 
Alex. Why (land you all as you were rooted here ? 
What willnone anfwer ? my Hephefiion filent 1 
If thou had any love for Akx^inder \ 
If ever I oblig'd thee by my care, 
Whtfn thro' the field of death my eye had vvatch'd thee, 
Refolve my doubts, and refcue me from madnefs. 

Heph^ y our mourning queen has no difeafe but grief, 
Occafion'd by the jealous pangs of love. 
She heard, dread ^r, (fjr what cm 'fcapc a lover) 
That you, regardlefs of your vows at ^ufa^ 
Had to ^(^x-tf/fi^'s charms refign'd your heart. 
And reveird in the joys you once forfwore. 

Alex^ I own the fubtle forcerefs, in my riot^ ♦ 

My reafcn gone, ^educ'd me to her bed ; 
But when I wak'd, I fhook the Circe off, 
Tho' the enchantrefs held me by the arm. 
And wept and gaz'd with all the force of love 
Nor griev'd I lefs for that which I had done. 
Than when at Thais fuit, enraged with wine^ 
I fet the fam'd Per/epolis on fire. 

Hrpb. Your queen Statifa, iu the rage of gfief» 

B K^\ 
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Death thoa (hould'ft have, were it not coarted fe. 
But know, to thy conlvfioOf that my vror4» 
Like deftlny, admits of ad repeal : 
Therefore in chains (halt thou behold the noptiaU 
Of my UtfbifiiQM. Gaards, take hira prifoner. 

£jf/I Away, yeflaves, I'll not refign my fword. 
Till firft I've drench'd it in my rival's blood. 

AUx* I charge yon kill him not ; take him alif e : 
The dignity ot kings is now concern'd. 
And I will find a way to tame this rebel. 

Cljt, Kneel — for I fee rage light' ning in his eyes* 

Lyf. I neither hope, nor will I fae for pardon ; 
Had I ny fword and liberty again. 
Again I would attempt his favourite's heart. 

Ahx. Hence, from my iighr, and bear him to a 
dungeon. 
PirMccasy give this lion to a lion ; 
None fpeak for him; fty ; flop his mouth, away. 

[Ljfimachus carried off, 

Cljt. This comes of women — the rcfult of love. 
Yet were I heated now with wine, I doubt 
I ihoald be preaching in the fool's behalf. 

Alix. Come hither, CiytuSyZXid my friend Hefhefiion^ 
Lend me your arms, for I am fick o' th' fudden. 
I fear, betwixt Statira^^ cruel vows. 
And fond RoxaMa*s arts, your king will fall. 

CIvf. Better the race of women were deilroyed. 
And Pir^a funk in everlaHing ruin. 

//>/>&. Look up, my lord, and bend not thus your 
head. 
As if you purpos'd to forfake the worlds 
Which you have greatly won. 

jiUx^ Wou'd I had not; 
There's no true joy in fuch unweildly fortune. 
Eternal gazers Lafting troubles make ; 
All find my foots, but few obferve my brightnefs* 
Stand from koout me all, and give me air 1 
Yes, I will (hake thiscupid from my foul ; 
I'll fight the feeble god with war's alarms. 
Or drownrhis pow'r in fields of holtile blood. 

B z Grant 
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tumfnei, take the princefs to thy charge ; 

Aw&y, PirJiccas, all my fouPs on fire. [Exeunt. 

SCENE, the Palaci. 
Enter Roxana and CalTander. 

Xijr. Deferted ! faid'ft thoa ? for a girl abandoned f 
A puny girl made up of watry elements ! 
Shall (he embrace the god of my defires. 
And triumph in the heart Roxana claims ? 

C0/I O princefs ! had you (ctw his wild defpair ! 
Had you beheld him when he heard her vow, 
WordS'Wou'd but wrong the agonies he felt : 
He fainted thrice, and life feem'd fled for ever ; 
And when by our afliduous care recdli'd. 
He fnatchM his fword, and aim'd it at his breafl. 
Then rail'd at you with mod unheard of curfes. 
• Rox. If I forget it, may'll thou, ^^vf, deprive me 
Of vengeance, make me the mod wretched thing 
On earth, while living, and when dead, the loweft* 
And blacked of the fiends. 

Caf. O nobly faid, 
Jurt is the«vengeance which inflames your foul ; 
Your wrongs demand it — but let reafon govern. 
This wild rage elfe may difappoint your aims. 

Rox, Away, away, and give a whirlwind room ;■ 
Madnefs but meanly reprefenis my toil ; 
pride, indignation, fury and contempt, 
War in my bread, and torture me to madnefs. 

Caf, O think not I wou'd check your bolded flight«; 
No— Lapprove 'em» and will aid your vengeance. 
But, princefs, let us chufe the fafed courfe. 
Or we may give our foes new caufe of triumph. 
Should they difcover, and prevent our purpofe. 

Rox. Fear not, Cajfander, nothing ftiall prevent it : 
Roxana dooms him, and her voice is fate. 
My fcul from childhood has afpir'd to empire ;. 
Jn early non-age I was us'd to reign 
Among my d)e companions : I defpisM- 

B 3 ^^ 
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The trifling arts^ tnd little wiles of women. 
And taught 'em, with an Amazonian fpirit. 
To win the deed, to chafe the foaming boar» 
And conquer roan, the lawlefs chartered favafi;e« 
Caf, Her words, her V9try motion fires mei 
l^ox. But when I heard of Alexander^ s ftune. 
How with a handful he had vanqnifh'd millions, 
Spoil'd all the eaft» and captive held oar queens ; 
While, like a god, anconquer'd hy their charms. 
With heav'nly pity he aflwag'd their woes, 
Dry*d up their tears, and foothM 'em into peace ; 
I hung attentive on my father's lips. 
And wifh'd him tell the wond'rous tale again* 
No longer pleafing were my former fports ; 
Love had its turn, and all the woman reign'd* 
Involuntary fighs heav'd in my breaft. 
And glowing blufhescrimfon'd on my cheek; 
Ev'n in my fl umbers I have often mourn'd. 
In plaintive founds, and murmur'd Alixander, 
Cm/^ Curfe on his name-^-fhe dotes upon him ftill* 
Kqx^ At length this conqueror to Zogdia came. 
And, cover'd o'er with laurels, ftorm'd the city : 
But, O Coffandtr ! where fhall I find words 
To paint the extatic tranfports of my foul ! 
When, midft a circle of unrival'd beauties, 
I faw myfelf didinguifh'd by the hero. 
With arilefs rapture I recciv'd his vows. 
The warmeft fure that ever lover breathM, 
Of fervent love, and everlafling truth. 

Caf. And need you then be told, thofe times are paft) 
St at ha now engroffes all his thoughts : 
The Perjian queen, without a rival, reigns 
Sole miitrefs of his heart— nor can thy charms. 
The brigheft Ture that ever woman boailed. 
Nor all his vows of everlafting love. 
Secure Rcxana from difdain and infult. 

Rox, O ! thou haft rouz'd the lion in my foul ; 
Ha ! fhall the daughter of Darius hold him } 
Shall that weak Semcif embrace my Jove ? 

C41/. 
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Caf. O ducen ! exert, exert that cowVing fplrit/ 
By natore tomi^d to keep the world in awe. 
. Rox. Yes, *tis refolv^d \ I will refame my fphereg 
Or, falling, fpread a general ruin round me. 
Roxana and Sfaiira, thi^y ktt names 
That matt fbi' ever jarr^ like clafhing cloads ; 
When they encounter, thunders muft enfoe. 

Ca/l Behold^ (becomes, in all the pomp of forrow't 
DeOermin'd to fultil her folemn vow ! 

Emtit Syfigambis and Statira 

Jtpx^ Away, and let us mark th' important fcene* 

[They nsiri', 

Sf/l O my Statira, how has paflion changM U)ee ! 
Think in the rage of difappointed love. 
If treated thus, and hurried to extremes. 
What AlexanJif may denounce againid us ; 
AgHinft the poor remains of loft Darius ! 

Sia. O fear not that, I know he will be kind. 
For my (ake kind, to you and Pari/aiis. 
Tell him 1 raii'd not at his falfehood to me, 
B.ttt with my parting breath fpoke kindly of him; 
Tell him I wept at our divided loves. 
And, iighing, fent a lail forgivenefs to him, 

Sy/, No ; I can ne'er again prefume to meet him| 
Never approach the much-wrong'd JUxandir, ■. 
If thou refufc to fee him — O Statira i 
Thy aged mother, and thy weeping country. 
Claim thy regard, and challenge thy compaifion ; 
Hear us, my child, and life us from defpair. 

Sta* Thus low, I cad me at your royal feet. 
To bathe them with my tears ; or, if you pleafe, 
I'll let out life, and waih 'em with my blood. 
But, I conjure you, not to rack my foul. 
Nor hurry my wild thoughts to perfed madnefs : 
Should now Darius* awuil gholl appear. 
And you, my mother, ftand befeecliing by, 
I would perfift to death, and keep my vow. 

Rox. This fortitude of foul compels my wondef. 

Sji/l Hence, from my fight I ungrateful wretch,, 
be gone ! 
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And bide thee where bright virtae never fhoiii 
for, in the fight of Heaven, I here renounce. 
And call thee o^ an alien to my blood. [ 

Rcxana comes finvarJ, 

Mm. Forgive, greeat queen, th' inirc^on 
ftranger : 
With grttfRoxatta fees S/afira weep ; 
I've beard, and much applaud your fix'd r«foIve. 
To quit the world for JlexanJer^s fake ; 
And yet I fear, (b greatly he adores you. 
That he will rather chufe to dif of forrow. 
Than live for the defpis'd Roxana*s charms. 

S/a, Spare, madam, fpare your counterfeited feai 
You know your beauty, and have prov'd its pow^r 
Tho' honiby bom, have you not captive held. 
In love's foft chains, the conqu'ror of the world f 
Away to libertines, and boaft thy conqueft ; 
A (hameful conqueft : in his hoars of riot. 
When wine prevailed, and virtue loft its mfluence^ 
Then, only then, Roxana could furprize 
My Attxander'% heart. 

Rox, Aftcfted girl. 
To fome romantic grove's feqoefter'd gIoom» 
Thy iickly virtue wou'd, it feems, retire. 
To fhun the triumphs of a favour*d rival. 
In vain thou fly'ft— for there, cv'n there IMl haunt 

thee! 
Plague thee all day, and torture thee all night : 
There (htit thou hear, in what extatic joys, 
Roxana revels with the firft of men ; 
And as thou hear'il the rapt'rous fcenc recited. 
With frantic jealoufy thou'lt madly curfe 
Thy awn weak charms, that cou'd not fix the rover. 

Sta, How weak is woman ! at the ftorm (he fhrinks,. 
Dreads the drawn fword, and trembles at the thunder ; 
Yet when (Irong jealoufy inflames her foul. 
The fword may glitter, and'the tcmpeft roar. 
She fcorns the danger, and provokes her faie. 
itival, 1 thank thee. — Thou haft fir'd my foul, 
AjHd rais'd a ilorm bey pad thy pow'r to lay ; 

Sooa. 
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^OOQ (halt thoa tremble at the dire eflfeAs,. 
And curfe, too late* the folly that undid thee. 

Rox» Sure the difdain'd Sta/ir/i dsLTCi not mean it. 
.$/a» By all my hopes of happinefi I: dare : 
And know, proud woman, what a mother*i threats,. 
A filler's iighi, and AUxander^t tears, 
Cou'd not effeft, . thy rival rage hftth done* 
I'll ff:e the king in fpiteof all I fwore, 
Tho' carft,. that thou may'ft never fee him more. - 
£/r/^r Alexander, Syfigambis, Hepheflion, ^ir^Clytus,. 

Alex. O my Staiira! — Thou.relentlefs fair I. 
Turn thine eyes on me — I would talk to them :. 
What fhall I fay to work upon thy foul ?. 
What words, what looks, can melc thee to forgivenefs ?- 

Sta. Talk of Raxana, and the conqner'd Indies ; 
The great adventures, and. fuccefsful love. 
And r will.liflen to the rapt'rous tale ; 
But rather (hun me, (hun adefperate wxetch», 
Reiign'd to forrow, and eternal woe. 
~ jiltXi O 1. 1 could, die, with.tranfport,. die beforCLv 

: thee ! 
Wou'dft thou but, as I lay. convulsM in death, 
Caft a kind look, or drop a tender tear. 
Say, but 'twafr pity, one fo fani'd in arms. 
One who has 'fcap'da thoufand deaths in battle,. 
For the firft fault fhould fall a wretched vidiim 
To jealous anger, and offended love. 

^jr. Am I; then fall'n fo low in thy efleem^. 
That fbr another t^ou would*ft rather die, 
Than live for me ? — How am I altered, tell me^ 
Since lafl at Sufa \ with repeated oaths,. 
You fwore the conqueft of the world, afforded. 
Lefs joy, lefs glory,, than Roxanm's love.. 

Alex. Take that conquer'd world, difpofe of crowns^. 
And canton out the empires of the globe ;: 
Qut leaveme, madam, with repentant tears. 
And undiifembled forrows, to atone 
The wrongs I've offer'd to this injur'd excellence;. 

£ox» Yes, I will go,. u.ngr.iteful as thou art I. 
Bane to my life, and murd*rcr of my peace j. 

Ji i, L Willi 
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I will be gone ; this Itft difdtni hn cor'd me. I Fe«< 

But have a care— I warn 70a sot to trot me, I ^' ' 

Or by the ffodi that wilnefs to thy perjoriefj I ^* ^ 

I'll raife a Ire that fliail coafaiiie yoa both, I F 2 il 

The' I paruke the rain. [£nf. Irii- 

Stm. AUxtmier ! O ii it poffible ? 
Immortal gods I Can guilt appear fe loTtly ? 
Yet, yet I pardon* I lorgive tlieeall. 

Ali*. Forgive me all !—0 catch the heavenly fooadi) 
Cauh 'em ye winds, and» as yon Ay, diibene 
The rapf rout tidinf;t> thro' theextendea world. 
That all may (hare in JUxamdir^B joy. | ^ 

Syf. Now all my mother's bleffing fall upon thce> 
My ever dear, my beft belov' J Statira, 

J/ix. Is it then giv'n me, thus to touch thykaad, 
And prefs thy beauties to my panting bofom. 
To gaze upon thy eyes, and taile thy breath ? 
While ev*ry iigh comes forth fo franght with fweeU, 
'Tisincente tabe offer'd to a|;od. 

Sta, Yes, dear deceiver, I ^rgive thee all, \^^ 

But longer daie not hear thy charming tongue | '" 

For while 1 hear thee, my refolves give way : 
.Be therefore quick, and take thy lad fafcwel $ 
Farcwel, my love. — Eternally farewel !"• 

Alex. O my Hifbe/ion, bear me, or I (ink» 
Why, my Statira, will you ufe me thus ? 
I know the caufe, my working brain divines it ; 
You fay you've pardon'd, but wiih this rcferve. 
Never again to blefs me with your love. 
Sta. All feeing Heav'n fupport me. 
Alex, Speak to me. 
Speak to xne, love, tho' banifliment and death 
Hang on thy iips, yet while thy tongue pronounces 
'J he mufic will a while fufpend my pains, 
* * Andm]|i£ate the horrors of defpair. 

b ! ^cou'd I fee you thus I 
^ Sta. Why did I fwear ! his forrows wound my hearty 
Soft pity pleads, and I again mud love him ; 
But I have fworn, and therefore cannot yield. 
Aitx^ Go tbeni inhuman, triumph in my pains. 

Feed 
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Feed on the paa^ that rend this wretched heart. 
For now 'tis plain yoo nerer lov'd. Statira / 
O! I could ioand that charming cruel name. 
Till the tir'd echo fiint with repetition ; 
Till all the hreathlefs groves, and quiet myrtles, 
Shook with my iighs, as if a tempeil bow'd *em. 
Ever Staiira!. nothing but Si^tira ! 

Sta. Such was his looks, fo melting was his voice, 
Snch his foft fighs, and his deluding tears. 
When with that plealing perjur'd breath avowing^ 
His whifpers uembled thro' my cred'lous earst 
And told the dory of my utter ruin. 
Gods ! if I ftay, I (hall again believe : 
FareweU thou greateft pleafure, greateft pain. 

Alex* I charge ye, ftay her ; ftay her by the gods— 

turn thee, thou bewitching brightnefs, turn ; 
Hear my laft words, and fee my dying pangs* 
Lo ! at your feet, behold a monarch falls, 

A prince, who gave the conquer'd world to thee. 
And thought thy love bought cheaply with the gift ; 
Whofe glories, laurels, bloom but in thy fmiles. 
Now (hrunk and blafted by thy cruel hate. 
Untimely falls. Yet, Oh! when thou fhalt die. 
May death be mild as thon art cruel now ; 
And may thy beauties gently (ink to the earth. 
While circling angels waft thee \o repofc. 

Syf, Art thouturn'd favager Is thy heart of marble* 
But if this pofture move thee not to pity, 

1 never will fpeak more. 

Jlex. O my Statirff! 
I fwear, my queen, I'll not outlive our parting. 
My foul grows ftill as death. Say, wilt thou pardon? 
*Tis all I afk. Wilt thou forgive the tranfports 
Of a deep wounded heart, and all is well ? 

Stu, Rife, and may Heav*n forgive yoo, like 
Statira, 

(Alex. You are toogracious.— .C/^/tfJ, bear me hence. 
Wheal am laid i' th* earth yield her the world. 
There's fomething here, thai heav^-s as cold as ice. 
That Itops my breath. Farewel, fiycwel for ever ? 

JB t Sta. 
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StM> Hold off, and letxne run into his arms; 
My life, my love^ my lord, my Alexander » 
Jf thy ^ULtirt^% love cm give the joy. 
Revive, and be immortal as the gods. 

Alex. My flutt'ring heart, tirmuUuous with its bll 
WouM leap into thy bofbm : 'lis too much. 
O let me pref's thee in my eager arms. 
And drain thee hard to my tranrporied breaft. 

5ta, But fhall Rmeana — — 

Alex* Let her not be nam'd. 
O ! madim, how (hall I repay your goodnefs ? 
And you,, my fellow warriors, who cou'd weep 
For your Jolt king I But talk of grief) no moie» 
The banquet waits^ and I invite you al'. 
My equals in the throne, as in the grave. 
Without ciiftio^ion come, and (bare my joy. 

CljU Excufe me, fir, if I for once am abfenc. 

Alex, Excufe thee, {?/^/«i^ None (hall bee xcusM. 
All revel out the day, 'tis my command. 
Gay as the Perfian god curfelf will Hand, 
"With acrown'd got let in our lifted hand ; 
Young Ammm and Statira (hall go round, *) 

While antic meafures beat the burthen'd ground, > 
And to the vaulttd ikies our trumpets clangers found. ) 

[Exeunt^ 



ACT JV. 

EtiUr (?Iytus,.Hepheflion, <?«if Eumcne*. 

CI^aT IRGE me no mere, 1 hate the PerJianAtthy 
\^ Nor (hoald the king be angry at the reve- 
rence 
I owe nr>y country ; — fa&red are her cudoms-^ 
And honcft Ql^tus will todpaih obfervc 'em. 
O let me roi '\n Macedsnia/t rags-, 
Dr, like Califibtrat. be cag'd \\ir life,, 
lather than ill ine in faihions of the eail. 
tuidi. Let me, brave Cljtus, as a friend, in treat 
you> 
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Ueph, What virtue is there that adorns a throne, 
Snits the heart, and dignifies the man, 
\^hich fliines not brightly in our royal mailer I 
^ad yet perverfely you'll oppofe his will, 
^nd thwart an innocent unhurtful humour. 

Clyt. Unhurtful ! Oh ! 'tis monftrous afFe£lation L 
Tre^nant with venom, in its nature black, 
4Dd not to be excus'd ! — Shall man, weak man, 
ExaA the rev'rence which we pay to Heaven ! 
And bid his fellow creatures kneel before him. 
And yet be innocent ? Hepheftidn^ no ! 
The pride that lays a claim to adoration, 
Infults our reafon, and provokes the gods. 

Eum, Yet what was Jo*v€t the god whom we adore ? 
Was he not once a man, and rais'd to Heav'n 
For gen'rous- a€is, and virtues more than human ? 

Htph. By all his thunder, and his fLv'reign pow'r, 
I'll not believe the world yet ever felt 
An arm like JUxander^i* — Not that god 
You nam'd, iho' ridiivg in a car of fire, 
Cou'd in a Ihorter fpace do greater deeds. 
Or more effedlually have taught mankind 
To bend fubmiffive, and confefs his fway. 

Clyt. I tell you, boy, that Clytui loves the kii>g 
As well as you, or any foldier here ; 
Yet I difdain to foothe his growing pride ; 
The hero charms me, but the god orfends, 

Heph, Then go not to the banquet. 

Ciyt, I was bid. 
Young minion, was I not, as well as you ? 
Vll go, my friend, in this old habit, thus. 
And laugh and drink the king^s health heartily ; 
And while you, blufhing, bow your heads to earth,. 
And hide *cm in thedufl — 1^11 ftand eredt. 
Straight as a fpear, the pillar of my country,. 
And be by fo much nearer to the gods. 

Meph^ But fee, the king appears. 
. Enter Alexander, Statira, Syfigambis, Parifalis, and 
AtUndants 

Emt, O gracious monarch ! 

Spar-« 
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Spare him, O fnwttLiJSiiuuhMs** lift I 

I know you will— -the brave delight in'mercy* 

jfiix. Shield me, St0tirm» ihield me from her bn 

Pmr* Save him, O (ave him, ere it be too late 
Speak the kind word, let not your (bldier perilh 
For one rath aAion, by dcfpair occaitoo'd I 
ril follow thus, hxr ever on my knees ; 
You (hall not pafs. Statirm ! O intreat him ! 

Altx. O I madam, take her, take her from abont n 
Her llreaming eyes aflail my very foul. 
And fhake my beft relblves. 

Stm. Did I not break 
Thro' all for you ? nay, now my lord, yon mutt. 
By all th' obedience I have paid you long. 
By all your paffion, fifths, and tender looks, 

fave a prince, whofe only crime is love, 

Sjf* I had not joined in this bold fuit, my (bn. 
But that it adds new luilre to your honours. 

Alex. Honour ! what's that I has not Sttairm faid it? 
Were I the hing of the blue firmament. 
And the bold fitimts (hould again make war, 
Tho' my refiftlefs thunders were prepared. 
By all the gods (he (hould arreft my arm. 
Uplifted to dcftroy 'em. Fly, Hepheftion : 
Fly, Clytus ; fnatch him from the jaws of death. 
And to the royal banquet brine him ftraight. 
Bring him in triumph, fit for loads of honour. 

[Exeunt Heph. Clyt. Hum. amtVau 

Sta. O my lovM lord ! why are you thus obliging. 
Beyond expreffion, kind ? 

Alex. Excellent woman ! 
'Tis not in nature to fupport fach joy. 

Sta, Go, my bell love, unbend yon at the banquet ; 
Indulge in joy, and laugh your cares awr^ ^ 
While in the bowers of great Semiramih 

1 drefs your bed with all the fweets of nature, 
^nd crown it, as the altar of our loves ; 
Vhere I will lay me down, and foftly mourn, 

ut never clofe my eyes, till you return. 

lExeunt Scat. «W S^f. 
Akj$ 
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JltM. h flie aot more than mortal can defire ? 
it Fmm IwAjf and as Diam chafte ? 
,nd yet, I know not why» oor Darting (hocks me ; 
, ghaflly palenefs fat upon her brow ; 
[er voice* like dying echoes, fainter grew ; 
.nd as I wrung her by the rofy fingers, 
fe thought the firings of my great heart were crack'd: 
IThat coold it mean ? forward, Laomedon. 

Entir Roxana, Caifander, Poliperchonj &c> 
/hy, madam, gaze you thus ? 

R9X. Foralaftlook, 
.nd to imprint the memory of my wrongs, 
\ox4uia*i wrong's, on JUxandn^ mind. 

AUx, On to the banquet. \Exit cum/uU, 

Rox. Ha ! with foch difdain ! 
unconcern *d ! O I could tear myfelf, 
lim, you, and all the hateful world to atoms. 

Caf. Still keep this fpirit up, preferve it (lill, 
tnd know us for your friends. We like yqur rage ; 
Pis lovely in you, and your wrongs require it ; 
lere, in the fight of Heaven, Caffandtr fwears, 
JnawM by death, to fecond your revenge, 
peak but the word, and, fwift as thought can fiy, 
"he tyrant falls a viAim to your fury. 

Rm, Shall he then die ? (hall I confent to kill him? 
, that have lov'd him with that eager fondnefs, 
hal^ I confent to have him bafely murder'd, 
knd fee him clafp'd in the cold arms of death ? 
Worlds (hould not tempt me to that deed of -horror. 

fol. The weak fond fcruples of your love might pafs, 
STas not the empire of the world concerned : 
iut, madam, think when time fhall teach his tongue, 
low will the glorious infant which you bear, 
Arraign his partial mother, for refufiog 
'^o fix him on the throne, which here we offer ? 

Caf. U jfiexandir ViVCh, you cannot reign, 
^or will your child. Old Sijtgamhis plans 
'^our fure deltrudion. Boldly then, prevent her, 
jive but the word, and AUxandtr dies* 
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' Pol. Not he alone, the Perjian race fhall bleedt* 
At your cominaBdy one univerfal ruin^ ■ 
Shall, like a deluge, whelm the eaftera world. 
Till gloriouily we raife you to the throne. 

Rox, Bui, till the mighty ruin be accompIi(h*d 
Whtre can Roxama fly th' avenging arms , 

of thofe who muft fuccced this gotllike man ? 

Ctf/.. Wou^d you vouchfafe in thefe expanded arms 
'Vo (eeic a refuge, what cou'd hurt you here ? 
There you might reign, with undiminifh'd luftre. 
Queen of the eaft, and emprefs of my foul. 

Rox, Difgrac'd Rsxana ! whither art thou fall'n? , 
Till chi^ curll hour, J never was unhappy : 
There's not one mark of former majelly. 
To awe the flave, that offers at my honour. 

C.i/. Impute not, madam« my unbounded paffioa 
Tq want of rev'rencc — 1 have lov'd you long. 

Rox, Peace, villain, peace, and let me hear no more^ 
Think'Il thou Pd leave, th^bofom of a goJ, 
And ftoop to thee, thou moving piece of earth f 
Hence, from my fight, and never more prefume 
To meet my eyes ; for mark me, if thou dar'll,. 
To Alexander 1*11 unfold thy treafon j 
Whofe life, in fpite of all his wrongs to me. 
Shall Hill be facred, and above thy malice. 

Caf. By your own life, the greateil oath I fwear,. 
Co£ander\ pallion from this hour is dumb;. 
And, as the bell atonement I can make, 
Statira dies, the vidlim of your vengeance. 

Rox. CaffanJer, rife, 'tis ample expiaiion. 
Yes, rival, yes — this night fhail be thy laft.. 
This night, 1 know, iis deftin'd for thy triumph. 
And gives my Jlexand&r ta thy arms. 
O 1 mard'rous thought ! 

Pel The bow'rs of great SemiramU are made 
The fcene of love ; Perdiccai holds the guard. 

Caf, Now is your time. While Alexander revels. 
And the whole court re-echoes with his riot. 
To end her, and with her to end your fears. 
Give mc but half the Ilogdian ilave& that wait you. 

And 
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eem her deaJ. Nor (hall a foul cfcApe, 

ervcs your rival to difpcrfe the news. 

. By me, they die, Perdiceas and Stai:r/t; 

• with thy aid, I neither «{k nor want it, 

ill myfelf conduA the (laves to battle : 

(he to fall by any arm but mine, 

night (he murmur^ and arraign her (lari ; 

!fe well lod to die by my command ; 

mad it be to perilh by my hand ? 

rejoice, and, pleas'd, rcfign I'ny breath, 

2*% vengeance grants thee noble death. [4l//* 

\ Ail but her Jove this Se.nele difdains. 

uft be quick — llie may perhaps betray 

rear dellgn, and fruftrate our revenge, 

H^s Philip got inftrudions how to a6l ? 
i He has, my friend ; and, faithful to cur caufe^ 
rti to execute the fatal order, 
iim this vial — it contains a poifon 
it cxalied force, that deadly nature, 
zJE'c-^lapius drink it, in ii\t houri 
hen it wcrk^} the god him (elf were mortal. 
f it frcm N^nccris* iiOrr ic f\jr\n^ ; 
I with Jty wi&e^ a inglv crc^ ^:vri dt^^h^ 
^di him ^^vlkfrg w im Uimit^ k€U»w. 
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An hundred balls be offered to the faoy 
White as hit beams : fpeak the big ▼oice of war t 
Beat all our drnmsy and found our filver troinjM 
Provoke the gods to follow ouf example. 
In bowls of ne£lar> and replying thunder. 

Enter Clytus, Hepheflion, and Lyfimachns Mi 

Cljt, Long live the king ; long live great Jheitm 
And conqiteft crown his arms with deathlefs lanic 
Propitious to his friends, and all hefairoors* 

Jiijc. Did I not give command yott ihottld pftfi 
Lyfimachys f 
. iltph. Dread fir, you did* 

Alix. What then 
Portend thefe bloody marks f 

Hifh. Ere we arrivM, 
Ptrdiccms had already plac'd the prince 
In a lone court, all but his hands unarm'd. 

Clyt, On them were ^untlets : fuch was bis dei 
In death to (hew the difercnce betwixt 
The blood o£ jEacus and common men« 
Forth iiTning from his den, amaz'd we faw 
The horrid lavaee, with whofe hideous roar 
The palace (hook. His angry eye-balls glaring 
With triple fury, menac'd ^ath and ruin. 

Hefh. With unconcern the jgallant prince advan 
Now Farifatis be the glory thine. 
But mine the danger, were his only words ; 
For as he fpoke, the furious bead defcried him, 
A/id rufh*d outrageous to devour his prey. 

^b^* Agile and vigorous, he avoids the ihock 
With a flight blow ; and, as the lion turned, 
Thruft gauntlet, arm, and all into his throat. 
And with Hercukan ftrength tears forth the tongt 
Foaming and bloody, the difabled favage 
Sunk to the earth, and ploughed it with his teeth 
While with an a^ive bound your conquering folc 
Leap'd on his back, and dafli'd his fcnll in pieces, 

Alex. By ail my laurels 'twas a god-like a6l i 
And 'tis my glory, as it fhall be thine. 
That Alixemder couM not pardon thee. 



ALEXANDER THE GREAT. 43 

! my hftL^t foldier^ think not, ill the pray *rt 
And teirs of the lamenting queens cou'd move me^ 
Like what thoo hail performM ; grow to my bread. 

Ly/. Thus relf-condcmn'd, and confcious of my 
How (hall I ftand fuch unexampled goodnefs. [gail^ 
"" Q pardon, £r, the tranfports of defpair, 
^-'Fhe frantic outrage of ungovern'd love. 
Even when I fhew'd the greateil want of reverence^ 

1 coa'd have died, with rapture, in your fervlce. 
jfUje. LjJimachuSi we both have been tranfported %■ 

But from this hour be certain of my heart. 

A lion be the imprefs of thy ihield. 

And that gold armour we from F^rus won. 

Thy kine prefents thee— but thy wounds aik reft. 

Lyf, I nave no wonnds. dread fir ; or, if! had, 
Weretl)ey all mortal, they (hould ilream unmindedf 
When JliXMuUr was the glorious health. 

AUx. Thy hand, Hephtftion. Clafp him to thy 
And wear him ever near thee. Pari/atis [heart. 
Shall now be his who ferves me beft in war. 
Neither reply, but mark the charge I give : 
Live, live as friends — Yon will, you muft, youfhall. 
*Tis a god gives you life, 

Cht. O I monft'rous vanity ! 

JUx. Ha I what fays Cljtus f who am I? 

Cljt. The fon 
Of good king Philip. 

Akx^ By my kindred godf 
'Tis falfe. Great Ammon gave me birth* 

Ckt. I've done. 

AUx. Clytus^ what means that drefs ? eive Mim a 
Take it, and wear it. [robe there. 

Clyt. Sir, the wine, the weather 
Has heated me ; befidet> you know my humour. 

AUx. O, 'tis not well : IM rather perifh, barn^ 
Than be fo fingular and froward. 

Clyu I— 
Would bnrn^ hang, drown, but in a better caufe* 
I'll drink, or fight for facred majefty 

^ With 
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With any here. Fill me mother bowl. 
Will you excufe me ? 

JUx. You will be excufed. 
Bat let him have his humour : he is old. 

Cljt. So wa5 yonr father, fir ; chit to hii men'// 
Sound all the trumpets there. 

Jilix. They (hall not found 
Till the king drinks. Sure, I wzz bom Co wage 
Eternal war. All are my enemies ; 
Whom I cou'd tame — But let the fports go on. 

Lyf. Nay, Clytus, you that cou'd advife fo well. 

Alex. Let him perfill, be pofitiveand proud, 
Euvious and fullen 'mongft the nobler foQli> 
Like an infernal fpirit that hath ftole 
i^rnm hell, and mingled with the mirth of gods. 

Clyt, When gods grow hot, no difference 1 kno^ 
*Twixt them and devils — Fill me Greek wine.— 
Yet- 
Ytt fuller — ^I want fpirits. 

jilex. Let me have muiic. 

Ciyt, Mufic for boys — C/)7;/j would hear thegroai 
Of Jying foldicrs and the neigh ot (leads ; 
Or, if 1 muft be peiler'd with flirill founds. 
Give me cries of matrons in fack'd towns. 

Htph. Let us Lyfifnachui awake the king ; 
A heavy gloom is gathering on his brow. 
Kneel a 1, with humbleit adoration kneel. 
And let a health to Je*ve*^ gre.'.t fon go round. 

JUx. Sound, found, that all the nniverfc may he 

for the voice of Jove, the world (hould know 
The kindnefs of my people. — Rife, O rife. 
My hands, my arms, my heart, are ever yours. 

Ctyi. I did not kifs the earth, nor muft your hanc 

1 am unworthy, fir. 

Aiex. I know thou art : 
Thou envied the great honour of thy mailer. 
Sit, all my friends. Now let us talk of war ; 
The nobicll fubjedl for a foldier's mouth ; 
And fpeak, fpeak freely, elfeyou love me not. 
Who, think you, was the gieateil general, 
Tnat ever led an army to the field ? He 
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Ueph. A chief fo great, fo fortunately brave, 
^ndjurtly {q renowned as Alexander, 
rSe radiant fun, fince firft his beami gave light, 
^cvcr yet faw, or ever (hall again. 

Lyf. Such was not Cyrus^ or the fam'd Jlcides, 
^or great Achilles, whofe tempcftuous fword 
^tid Troy in aihes, tbo* the warring gods 
Dppos'd him. 

Alex. O ! you flatter me, you flatter me. 

Cljt. They do indeed ; and yet you love *em for't ; 
fcnt hate eld Cljtus for his hardy virtue. 
2ome, fliall I /peak a man, with eaual bravery, 
II better general, and experter foldier. 

Alex. 1 (hoald be glad to learn ; inftruft me, flr. 

Cljt. Your father, Philip. — I have fecn him march, 
^nd fought beneath his dreadful banner, where 
The boldeft at this table would have trembled, 
^ay, frpwn not, flr, you cannot look me dead. 
?f\i^n Greeks ]oWd Greeks, then was the lug of war. 
The laboured battle fweat, and conqueil bled* 
iVhy ftiould I fear to fpeak a bolder truoh. 
Than e*er the lying priefts of Amman told you ; 
PbiHp fought men, but Alexander women. 
. Aiex. All envy, fpite and envy by the gods ! 
!s then my glory come to this at laft, 
r^ conquer women ! nay, he faid the ftoutefl. 
The ftou^cft here wou'd tremble at his dangers. 
tn all the flcknefs,. all the wounds I bore. 
When from my reins the javelin's head was cut, 
Lyjimachus, Hephefiian, fpeak Perdiccas, 
Did I once tremble ? O ! the curfed falfhood ! 
Did I once (hake or groan ; or a6l beneath 
I'he dauntlefs refolution of a king ? 

Lyf* Wine has tranfported him. 

Als^. No, 'tis mere malice. 
Iwa/' woman too, slI Oxydrace, 
Whel planting on the wails a icaling ladder, 
I mounted, fpight of (how'rs of ftones, bars, arrows. 
And all the lumber which they thunder'd down ; 

When 
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When yea beneath cry*d oat» and (jpread your a 
That I (hottld leap among you. Did I (b ? 

Lyf, Dread fir, the old man knows not what he 

Alex. WaB I a woman, when, like Mercury^ 
I leapM the walls and fiewamidft the foe ; 
And, like a baited lion, dyM mjfelf 
All over in the blood of thofe bold hunters^ 
Till, fpent with toil, I battled on my knees, 
Pinckt forth the darts, that made my ihield a fin 
And harPd 'em back with moft onconqner^d fary i 
Then, (hining in my arms, I fun'd the field ; 
MoT'd, fpoke, and fought, and was myfelf a war. 

Clyt. 'Twas all bravado. For, before yon leapMj 
You faw that I had burft the gates afnnder. 

AUx. O I that thoa wertbat once more jronng vJi 
▼ig*rons. 
That I might ftrike thee prollrate to the earthy 
For this audacious lie, thou feeble dotard« 

Cljt. I know the reafon whv you ufe me thn8« 
I fav'd yon from the fword of bold Rhefaces, 
Elfe had yonr godihip flumber'd in the dull ; 
And moft ungratefully you hate me for it. 

AUx. Hence from the banqnec. Thus far I forgive 
thee. 

Clyt. Firfl try (for none can want fbrgivenefs more 
To have your own bold blafphemies forgiven. 
The (hamcful riots of a vicious life. 
Pbihiai* murder. 

Akx. Ha ! what faid the traitor ! 

Hefb. Cljtiti, withdraw ; Eumims, force hifn heriCff* 
He moft not tarry. Drae him to the door. 

Cljt. No, let him fend me, if I muft be gone^ 
ToPbilif, Attains, Califtbemtt 
To great Parmimio, and his flaughter'd fons. 

AUx. Give me a javelin* 

Hepb. Hold, fir. 

Akx. Sirrah! of. 
Left I at once ftrike thro* his heart and thine. 

ly/, O ( facred fir, have hot a moment's patieiice: 

Alt^. 
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. What! hold my arms? I (hall be mardf r'dhere, 
opr Darius, by my barb'roos fnbjedn 
as, found our trumpets to the camp ; 
11 my foldiers to the court. Nay« nafte ; 
ere is treafon plotting 'gainft my life, 
ihall periih ere they come to fave me. 
e to Pbilif, JiulMs, Catiftbeius, [Stabs bim^ 
5t bold fabjedb leaj-n by thyexamp1e» 
3 provoke the patience of their prince. 
'. The rage of wine is drownM in guihing bloods 
xattder! I have been to blame ; 
me not after death* For I repent, 
I fo far have urg'd your noble nature. 
r. What's this I hear ! fay on, my dying foldier* 
\ I ihon'dhave killM myfelf, had I but liv'd 
once fober : — Now I fall with honour ; 
mi hands wou'd have brought foul death. Q 

pardon ! [/)/#/• 

X. Then I am loft ; what has my vengeance done I, 
U it thou haft flain ? Clytus I what was he ? 
aithfulleft fubjedl, worthieft counfellor, 
>raveft foldier, he who fav'd thy life, 
ing bare-headed at the river Granick, 
low he has a noble recompence ; 
rafti word fpoke in the heat of wine, 
poor, the honeft Clytus, thou haft ilain : 
r, thy friend, thy guardian, thy preferver. 
>;&. Remove the body, it inflames his forrow. 
vr. None dare to touch him; wemuft never part^ 
[ Htphifiion and LyfimachuSf 
had tbte power, yet wou'd not hold me. Oh t 
C Dear fir, we did. 
rx. I know ye did ; ye held me 
a wild beaft, to let me go again 

greater violence.— O ye'vc undone me I 
ft it not, you that couM ftop a lion 
d not turn me ; ye fliould havedjawn your fwords^ 
barr'd my rage with their advancing points 9 
5 reaibn glitter in my dazzled eyes, 
I hiid fcei]^ the jpfccipicc before me : 
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Thit had been noble, that had fhewn the frit 
CfytMS wou'd fo have done to fave your lives. 
Lf/. When men (hail hear how highly yc 

urg'd— 
jilex^ No ; yoa have let me /lain my rifiog 
Which clfe had ended brighter than the fan : 
O ! I am all a blot, which Teas of te?.rs. 
And my heart's blood can never wa(h away ; 
Yet *iis but juft I try, and on the point. 
Still reaking, hurl my black polluted breaft. 
H€^S. O ! facred fir— 
Lj/, Forgive my pious hand?. 
That dare, in duty, to difarm my mafler. 

Jkx. Yes, cruel men, ye now can fliew yo 
Arength ; 
Here's not a Have, but dares oppofc my juftice. 
Yet none had courage to prevent this murder; 
But I will render all endeavours vain 
That tends to fave my life. — Here will T lie, 

[Falls on Ciytut. 
Clcfe to my murder'd foldier's bleeding fide. 
Thus clafping his cold body in my arms. 
Till death, like his, has clos*d my eyes forever. 
Enter Pcrdiccas. 
Per. Treafon ! foul treafon ! Hefbefiion. where's the 

king ? 
Hepb. There, by old Qlytus* fide, whom he hath flain. 
Per. Rife, facred hr, and halle to fave the queen. 
Roxana, filTd with furious jealoufy. 
Came with a guard, unmark'd : fhe gain'd the bow'r. 
And broke upon me with fuch fudden fury. 
That all have pcri(h*d who opposed her rage. 

JUx, What fays Pcrdiccas ? is the queen in danger? 
Per, Hafte, fir, to your Statiray or fhe dies. 
>y/^.v. Thus from the J 
All draw your fwords. 
Young Amnion lea 

"\yhen I rufh on, fure none will dare to flay, 
'Tis beauty calls, and glory leads the way. 

[Extunt. 
ACT 



ir, to your atattray or me oies. 
om the grave I rife to fave my love ; 1 
vords, en wings of lightening move, I 
eads you, and the caufe is love ; j 



ALEXANDER THE GREAT. 4*. 

A C T V. 

8 C E N E| The Bo^tr tf Semiramxs. 

Statira difcovend a/ltef. 

^/«.T)LESS me, ye pow'rs above, and guarJ mf 

ij virtue! 
^here are you fled» dear (hades ? Wkere ar^ you fled? 
Twas but a dream, and yet I faw and heard 
^y royal parentis who, while pious care 
>at gn their faded cheeks, pronoiinc'd with tears* 
Fears fuch as ai^gels weep, this hour my Uft« 
But hence with fear — my Jlextutder tomtt^ 
And fear and danger ever fled from him. 
My Alexander ! wou'd that he were here ! 
For, O ! I tremble, and a thoufand terrort 
Ruih in upon me, and alarm my hearts 
But hark, 'tis he, and all my fears are fled 1 
My life, my joy, my Alexander comes. 

Rox. [<withinJ] Make fail the gate with all iti mafly 
bars ; 
At length we've conquered this (lupeudoas height. 
And reach'd the grove, whofe wonderful afcenc 
Is lofl in clouds. 

Sta. Ye guardian gods defend me ! 
Xexafta^s voice ! then all the viiion's true, 
And die I mud. 

Enter Roxana. 

Rox, Secure the brazen gate. 
Where is my rival ? 'tis Roxana cs\\s, 

Sfa, And whatisfhe,who,with fuch tow'ring pride, 
Wou'd awe a princefs that is born above her ? 

Rox. Behold this dagger ! — 'Tis thy fate, Statira ! 
Behold, and meet it as becomes a queen. 
Fain wou'd I find thee worthy of my vengeance ; 
Here, take my weapon then ; and, iF thou dar'd — 

Sta. How little know^ft thou what Sta$ira dares ! 
C Yes. 
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Yes, cruel woman ! yes, I dare meet death j 
With a refolve, at which thy coward heart 
\Vnu*d (hrink. Foi* terror haunts the guilty mind 
While confcious innocence, that knows no fes^Vg 
Can, fmiling pafs, and fcorn thy idle threats. 

Rox* Return, fair infolent ! return, I fay. 
Dar'ft thou, preGimptuous to invade my rights ! 
Reflore him quickly to my longing arms. 
And with him give me back his broken vowf. 
Or I will rend them from thy bleeding heart. 
• Sta. Alas ! Rcxana i *tis not in my power ; 
I cannot if I wou'd — And, O ye gods I 
What were the world to Ate$caMder*s lofs ! 
But love, thou know'ft, was ever deaf to reafon ; 
Wild as a ftorm, and lawlefs as the Tea, 
It laughs at council, and contemns reftraint. 

Rox. O \ forcerefs, to thy accurfed charms 
I owe the frenzy that di(lra£ts my foul : 
To them I«owe my Alexander^ lofs. 
Too late thou tremblcft at my juft revenge, 
lAy wrongs cry out, and vengeance will have way. 

Sta. Yet think, Roxana, ere you plunge in murdpr, 
Think on the horrors that mud ever haunt you I 
Think on the furies, thofe avenging minifters 
Of Heav'ns high wrath, how they will tear your foul j 
All day di(lra£i you with a thoufand fears ; 
And when by night thou vainly feek'H repofe. 
They'll gather round, and interrupt your dumber^ 
With horrid .dreams, and terrifying viiions. 

Rox. Add (fill, if pofiible, fuperior horrors. 
Rather than leave my great revenge unfinifh'dj 
I'd dare 'em all, and triumph in the deed. 
Therefore [Holds up the dagger* 

Sta. Hold, hold, thy hand advanced in air. 
I read my fentence written in thy eyes ; 
Ye^, O 1 Roxana, on thy black revenge. 
One kindly ray of female pity beam. 
And give me death in Alexander's prefence. 

Rox. Not for the world's.wide empire fliould'ft thou 
ke him» 

Fool! 
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^ool ! but for him thou might'fl unheeded live ; 
?or his fake only art thou doom'd to die. 
The fole remaining joy that glads my fouli 
Is te deprive thee of the heart I've lolt. 
£nter a Slave. 
Slave. Madana, the king and all his guards are 
come, 
^ith frantic rage they thunder at the gate, 
%ud maft ere this have gain'd admittance. 

Rox. Ha! 
Too long I've trifled. Let mc then redeem 
rive time mifpent, and make great vengeance fure» 

St a. Is Alexander i O 1 ye gods^ fo nigh^ 
KnA can he not preferve me from her fury ? 
R^x* Nor he^ nor Hesrv'n ikall flvield thee from my 
jufticc. 
I3ie» forc'refi^ and all my wrongs die witb thee. 

\Stabs her. 
Alex. [nvUhout,] Awayyeflavei t ftand off— Quick 
let mc fly - 
nritb light'nings wings ; nor Heav'o, nor earth fhall 
itop me. 

Enter Alexander witB Attendants. 
.JB$x%lAzX O, my fouU my queen, xsvjXoyt^ StaihrMl, 
Thefe wouuds ! are thefe ray promisM joys I 

Sta. Alas ! 
My only love^ my beft and deareft bleifing, 
Wou'd I had died before you enter'd here ; 
For thus delighted^ while I gaase upon thee. 
Death grows .more horrid, andi'm loth to leave thee. 

Alex, Thou (halt not leave me— Cruel, cruel flars I 
O^ Where's the monfler, where's'the horrid fiend. 
That flruck at innocence, and murdered thee ? 

Rox. Behold the wretch, who, defperateof thy love; 
Iti> jealous madnefsgave the fatal blow : 
A wretch, that to poflefs once more thy love, 
Wou'd with the blood of millions ftain her foul. 
Alex, To dungeons, tortures, drag ker from n^ 

fight. 
Sta, My foul is on the wing. O come> my lord, 

C z Halle 
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Rox* Barbarian ! yes» I will for ever (hun thee. 
Repeated injuries have (lee)'d my hearty 
And I cou'd curfe myfelf for being kind. 
[f there is any majefty above, 
riias has revenge in (lore for perjurM Jove, 
Send Heav'n the fwifteil ruin on his head ! 
Strike the deflroycr 1 Jay the vittor dead ! 
ECill the triumpher ! and avenge my wrong ! 
[n height of pomp, while he is warm and young, 
Bolted with thunder, let him ruih along. 
But what are curfe^^ ? Curfes will not kill, 
Nor eafe the tortures, I am doom'd to feel. [E^it* 
Enter Eumenes. 

Eunh Pardon, dread fir, a fatal meflenger* 
The royal Sijigamhii is no more. 
Struck with the horror of Staiira^s fate. 
She foon expired, and, with the latell breath. 
Left Part/at is to Lyfimachus^ 
But what I fear molt deeply will afFefl you. 
Your Jov'd Hepbefiion'^'"'^ 
. jilex. Dead 1 then he i^ blefl ! 
But here, here lies my fate. Hephejiion, Clyim ' 
My viflories all for ever folded up 
Iiv this dear body. Here my banner's lod. 
My ftandard's triumphs gone. I fliall run mad ! 
Go, for the monument of this lov'd creature. 
Root up thefe bowers, and pave 'em all with gold» 
Draw dry the Ganges, make the Indies poor. 
To deck her tomb ; no (hrine nor altar fpare. 
But llrip the pomp from gods to place it there. 

[Exit ciimfrti:^ 
Enter Caflander. 

Caf* He's gone — but whither? — follow Th^J/liIits„ 
Attend his fteps, and let me know what palTeb. 

[Exit ThefTalus, 
Vengeance lie ftill, thy cravings ihall be fated. 
Death roams at large, the furies are unchain'd, ^ 
And murder plays her mighty mafter-piece. 

Enter Polyperchon. 
Saw you the king ? he parted hence this moment. 

c J r9U 
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FoL Yes ; with diforderM wildnefs in his Io€ 
He rufh'd along, till, with a cafual glance. 
He faw me where I flood i then flepping (hort. 
Draw near, he cry'd — and grafp'd my hand in h 
Where more than fevers rag'd in eF*ry Teio*. 
O Polypircbon t I have loft my queen ! 
StMra*s dead !— -and as he fpoke* the tears 
Gnih'd from his eyes— ^I more than felt his painf» 

Eniir TheiTalus. 

Thi/l Hence^ hence, away ! 

C*/ Where is he, 9^keffalusr 

The/. I left him circled by a crowd of princes* 
The poifon tears him with that height of horror^- 
Ev*n I cou'd pity him — he call*d the chiefs ; 
Embraced 'em round — then, Parting from amidil 'eniji 
Cried out, i come — 'twas Ammot^^ voice ; I know it- 
Father, I come ; but,^ let me, ere I go, 
Difpatch the bufinefs of a kneeling world. 

FoL No more ; I hear him—we miift meet anon* 

€af. In Saturn *s field — there give a loofe to rupture^ 
Enjoy the temped we, ourfelves, have rais'd. 
And triuirph in the wreck which crowns our vengeance. 

\Exennt\ 

SCENE The Palace. 

Alexander, with his hair iiiJhe^eil'J, Lyfimachos^ 
Eumenes, Perdicas, and AttenJanU. 

Alex. Search there ; nay, probe roe, fearch my 
wounded reins- 
Pull, draw it out. 

Lyf. We have fearch*d, but find no hurt, 
Altx. O, I am fhot» a forked burning arrour 
Sticks crofs my flioulders ; the (ad venom flies 
Like light'ning thro' my flefh^my blood^.my marrow* 
Lyf. How fierce his fever ! 

Alex. Ha \ what a change of torments I endure X 
h bolt of ice runs hilling thro' my bowels ; 
Tis> fure, the arm of death ; give mf a chair; 

Com 
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^over me, for I freeze, and my teeth chatter^ 
Lod my koeea knock together. 

Bum. Have mercy Heaven ! 

Alex. Ha \ who talks of Heaven ? 

am all hell ; I burn, I burn again } 
The war grows wond'rous hot ; hey for the TygritT ' 
lear me, Butiphalust amongft the billows. 

[Jumfs info tit chmir^ 
> 'tis a noble bead ; I won'd not chance him 
^or the beft horfe the fun has in his ilable ; 
' or they are hot, their mangers full of coals ; * 
rheir manes are flakes of lightening, curls of fires; 
knd their red tails like meteors whifl& about. 



Lyf* Help all > Eumtnes^ help. 
jSix. " 



Ha, ha, ha ! I (hall die with laughter* 
^armtniot Cfyttw, do you iee yon fellow. 
That ragged foldxer, that poor tatter'd Gmk P 
lee how he puts to flight the gaudy Pirfians, 
Vith nothing bat a rufty helmet on^ thro' whiclv 
The grifly bridles of his pufhing beard 
;)rive 'em like pikes — ha I ha ! ha ! 

Per. How wild he talks ! 

LjA Yet warring in his wildnefs. 

juex. Sound, found, keep your rank» clofc ; ay, 
now they come ; 
D the brave din, the noble clank of arms ! 
Charge, charge apace, and let the phalanx move : 
DartM comes— ay, *tis Darius ; 
'. fee, I know him by the fparkling plumes, 
^nd his gold chariot drawn by ten white horfes. 
Sat, like a temped, thus I pour upon him — 
^e bleeds ;. with that lad blow I brought him down % 
Eie tumbles, take him, fnatch the imperial crown. 
rhey fly, they fly ; follow, follow — ^Vidtoria, 
^idoria, Victoria — 

Leeps into thifoldier^i armf^ 

Per. Let's bear him foftly to his bed. 
Aiex. Hold, the lead motion gives me fudden death ; 
My vital fpirits are quite parch'd, burnt up. 
And all my fsioaky enuaih turn'd to afhes* 



56 THE RIVAL QUEENS; fifr; 

Lyf* When yoa« the brighteft ftar that ever ihoi 
Shall fet^ it mud be night with us for ever. 

AUjc* Let me embrace you all> before I die* 

\All kneel and ovi 
Weep not my dear eompanione, the good gods 
Shall fend ye in my ftead a nobler prince ; 
One that (hall lead ye forth with matchlefs condudl 

Lj/* Break not our hearts with fuch unkind e: 
preffions. 

Per. We will not part with you, nor change fc 
Mars* 

AleK. PerJiccas, take this ring* 
Aiid fee me laid in the temple of Jupiter Ammen. 

Ly/. To whom does your dread majefly bequeath 
The empire of the world ? 

Jlex, To him that is mod worthy. 

Pir. When will you>. facred fir, that we fhould givr 
To your great memory thofe divine honours 
Which fuch exalted virtue docs defervc ? 

JVex. When you are moll happy, and in peace*. 
Your hands — O Father, if 1 have difcharg'd. 
The duty of a man to empire horn ;. 
If by unwearied toil I have defcrv'd 
The vaft renown of thy adopted fon^ 
Accept this foul which thou did'ft firft infpire. 
And which this figh thus gives thee back agaiti* 

tyf. There fell the pride and glory of the war. 
If there be treafon let us find it out ;. 
^Lyjtmachus ftands forth to lead you on ; 
And fwears, by thefe mofthonour'd dear remains,. 
He will not tafte thofe joys which beauty brings. 
Until he has revcng'd the beft of king?, 

\J^xeuia% 



epilogue; 



1 



EPILOGUE, 

Spoken by Roxana* 

iRraign^dfor murder — A / t ft and before y eg 
But ere you pafs my/entence, hearmy ftory% 
hat pajji've 'W9man, njoere Jht in my place ^ 
u^d brook fuch ufage ? Horrible difgrace / 

kifs thejaucy minx before myfaee* 
jftg on her neck, andftgh, andf'wear, and bellonju^^^ 
r, r*ve not patience ivith the filthy fellonji* 
bat, tho' one world my hero deenfd defidiht^ 
\e 'wife for any hero* s fure fujficient * 
« muft alloHAf ^twouidany mortal vex 

lofe the only comfort ofonti*sfex% 
T nuptual right ; nvbich of you all njoduJdJhare it f 
\d half a hufiand, gods ! nvhat wife cou*d bear it t 
ft ivhatftill fworfe than all the reft provoker me, 

think his crowns andfceptret €*er cou'd coax me% 
t all the empire of the world* s nvidejpan 

her^s — but not an atom of my man. 
thinks I bear each n^edded fair- one cry, 

til done, Roxana ft?e defer*v^dto die. 

hat Chriftian ivife cou*d bearfuth double dealing f 

^d fur e your heathen 'women have their feeling. 

vo *wivfs ! ^Tis matrifnonial fornication : , 

ay Heaven advert fuch cuftoms from this nation t 

• fuch let Eaftern <wives be bubbled ftilU 

juo ivives / for Jhame ; two hu/bandj if you will. 

', this indeed might fuit a free bornijuoman, 

fides, our beaus — poor things l-^are not like AmmoOi 

bile thus you plead, this inference let me draw^ 

iture is Love*s great univerfal lanxj. 

I feel alike nxjhat fome difguife luith art, 

td each wronged wi/e^s Roxana in her hearty 

none of you cou'd tamely yield her man, 

Hn find me guilty , ladies, if you can^ 

FINIS. 
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r 'JT IKE faaCd La Mancha'/ Knight ^ who launce in 

'^*^ band 

■^^'Jtimtnted his fteed to free th* enchanted landp 

"^.^mr ^ixote hard Jets out a monfter taming^ 

^^r^rm*dat all points, to fight that hydra ^^^^ Gaming, 

•^^^.sJihft 9H Pega/us be waves his fen, 

-^ ^Jlndhnrle defiance at the catiff s den : 

^bijirft on fancy ^d pants Jpen^ bis rage 9 

JBnt this has inore than nvindmills to engage • 
. JSe combats pajfion^ rooted in the foul, 

JFbofe powers at once delight ye andcontroul ; 

0'lm/e magic bondage each loflflanje enjoys, 
'. Atf/ wifi^es freedom, tho* t be f pell de/iroys, 

Vofave our land from this magician* s charms, 
^ And rofcue maids and matrons from bis arms , 

Our knight poetic comes — And oh ! ye fair ! 

^bis black enc banter* s ^wicked arts beware f 
\ Hisfubtle poifon dims the brigbteft eyes. 

And at bis touch, each grace and beauty dies. 

Love, gentlenefs, and joy, to rage give wcay. 

And tbefoft dove becomes a bird of prey. 

Mt^ this our bold adventurer break the fpell. 

And drive the daemon to his native bell. 

Yefiaves ofpajfion, and ye dupes of chance ^ 
Wake ail your powers from this deftru^ive trance ! 
Shake off the fl?ackles of this tyrant vice : 
Hear other calls than thofe of cards and dice : 
Be learned in nobler arts than arts of play. 
And other debts than thofe £/* honour pay. 
No longer live infenfible toflyamey 
Loft to your country, families and fame. 

Could our romantic mufe this nvork atchieve, 
Wou^dthert one honeft heart in Britain grieve ? 
Th* attempts, tho* vuild, would not in vain be made, 
Jfsv^ry honeft hand wou*d lend bis aid, 

A 2 Dramatis 
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THE 

GAME S T E R. 

A 

TRAGEDY. 

* ' p— «— ^MMi— — ■ ■■ MU M ■ ■■! I — ^— ^» 

A C T I. S C E N E I. 

Enter Mrs. Beverley and Charlotte. 

Mrs. Bev. TJE comforted, my dear, all may be well 
fj yet. And now, methinks, the lodging! 
begin vto look with another face. O fifter ! fifter I if 
thefe were ail my hardihips ; if all I had to complain 
of were no more than quitting my houfc, fervants^ 
equipage and ihew, yoar pity would be weaknefs. 

Char, Is poverty nothing, then ? 

Mrs. Be<u, Nothing in the world, if it afFe6lcd only 
sne. While we had a fortune, I was the happieft of 
the rich ; and now 'tis' gone, give me but a bare fub- 
Bdance and my hufband's fmilcs, and I'll be the hap« 
pieft of the poor. To me now thefe lodgings want 
nothing but their mafter. Why do you look at me ? 

Char, That I may hate my brother. 

Mrs. Bev. Don't talk fo, Charlotte. 

Char^ Has he not undone you ? O ! this per- 
nicious vice of gaming \ but methinks his uTual hours 
of four or five in the morning might have contented 
Jiim ; 'twas mi fery enough to wake for him till then. 
Need he have flaid out all night ? I fhall learn t« de- 
tefl^him ! 

Mrs. Beu, Not for the firfl fault. He nevrr flept 
from me before. 

Char. Slept IJrom you ! no, no, his nights have no- 
Ji J ^ing 
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thing to do with fleep. How has this one vice driven 
Kim Trom every virtue! nay, from his affedtions, tool 
——The time was, filler 

Mrs. Be*v. And is. I have no fear of his affedions. 
Wou'd 1 knew that he were fafe ! 

Char, From ruin and his companions But that's 

impoflible. His poor little boy, too ? What mufibc- 
ccmicof him ? 

Mrs. Bev. Why want (hall teach him induftry. 
JProm his father's xniflakes he fhall learn prudence, 
nnd from his mother's refignation, patience. Poverty 
has no fuch terrors in it as you imagine. There's no 
condition cf life, ficknefs and pain excepted, where 
happincfs is excluded. The hufbandjnan, who rifei 
early to his labour, enjoys more welcome reft at night 
for't. His bread is fweeter to him ; his hon\e hap- 
pier ; his family dearer ; his enjoyments furer. The 
fon that roufes him in the morning, fcts in thje evening 
to rclcafe him. All fituations have their comforts, if 
fvveet contentment dwell in the heart. But my poor 
Be-uerley has none. The thought of having ruin'd 
ihofe he lovt's, h mifery for ever to him, WouM I 
couW cafe his mind of that ! 

Char, If he alone were ruin'd, 'twere jufl he (hou'd 
be puniih'd. He is my brother, 'tis true ; but when 
I tiiink of what he has done ; of the fortune you 
brought him ; of his own large eftate too, fquander'd 
away upon this vileft of pafiions, and among the vileft 
of wretches ! O ! I have no patience ! My own little 
fortune is untouch'd, he fays. Wou'd I were furc 

Oli't. 

Mrs. Bev. And fo you may — 'twou'd be a fin to 
doubt it. 

Char, I will be fure on't— 'twas madncfs in me to 
pive it to his management. But I'll demand it from 
him this morning. I have a melancholy occafion 
fcr't. 

Mrs. Bc'V, What occafion ? 

Char, To fupport a filler, 

Mr?. Bc'V, No I have no need on't. Take it, and 

reward 
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reward a lover with it. Thb generous Lenofon deferves 
much more. Why won't yon make him happy ? 

Char. Becaufe my filler's miferable. 

Mrs* Bev. Yon moft not think fo. I have my 
jewels left yet. 1*11 fell 'em to fupply onr wants ; 
and when all's gone, thefe hands Aiall toil hr ouf 
fupport. The poor fhould be induftrious— Why 
thofe tears, Charlotte ? 

Char. They flow in pity for you. 

Mrs. Be*v, All may be well yet. When he has no- 
chine to lofe I fhall fetter him in thefe arms again j 
and then what is it to be poor ? 

Char, Cure him of but this deilraflive paffion, and 
xny uncle's death may retrieve all yet. 

Mrs. Beif, Ay, Charlotte, cou'd we cure him. But 
the difeafc of play admits no cvtrc but poverty ; and 
the lofs of another fortune wcu*d but encreafe his 
ihanve and his affliiflion. V/ill Mr. Lew/on call this . 
morning ? 

Char, He faid fo laft night. He gave me hints> 
too, that he had fufpicions of our friend Stvkely, 

Mrs. Be*u, Not of treachery to my hufband ; that 
he loves play, I know ; but furely he's honeft. 

Char. He would fain be thought fo ; therefore I 
doabt him. Honelly needs no pains to fet itfelf off^. 
Enter Lucy. 

Mrs. Bev, What now, Lucy ? 

hucy/^QVkX oX^^t^zx^y madim. I had not the 
heart to deny him admittance, the good old man 
begg'd fo hard for't. \Exit Lucy, 

Enter Jarvis. 

Mrs.'j^^v. Is this well, Jarvis ? I deiired you to 
avoid me. 

Jar. Did you, madam ? I am an old man, and 
had forgot. Perhaps, too, you forbad my tears ; 
but I am old, madam, and age will be forgetful. 

Mrs. Be'v. The faithful creature I how lie moves 
me. '\To Cher. 

Char. Not to have feen him had been cruelty. 

Jar, I have forgot thefe apartments too. I remem* 
A 4 ber 
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Mr none fach in my yoang mailer's hoofe ; and yet I 
have liv'd in't thefe five and twenty years. His gaod 
father would not have difmifs'd me« 
Mr&. Btv. He had no reafon, Jarws, 
Jar. 1 was faithful to him while he liv'd ,, and when 
\t dy'd, he bequeathed me to his fon, I have beea 
faithful, to him, too. 
Mrs, Be*v. I know it, I know it, Jar^s* 
Char, Wc both know it. 

Jar. I aim au old man, madam, and have not a 
long time to live. I afk'd but to have died with him, 
and he difmifs'd me. 

Mrs. Bei/. Prithee no more of this ! 'twas his po- 
verty that difmifs'd you. 

Jar, Is he indeed fo poor, then ? — Oh ! he was the 

joy of my old heart But muft his creditors have 

all ? — And have they fold his houfe, too ? his father 
built it when he was but a prating boy. The times 
that I have carried him in thefe arms ! And Jarvts, 
£ays he, when a beggar has afk'd charity of me, why 
fhould people be poor ? You (han't be poor, Jarvis 5 
if I was a king, nob»dy Ihould be poor. Yet he is 
poor. And then he was fo brave 1 — O he was a 
brave little boy ! and yet fo merciful he'd not have 
kill'd the gnat that Hung him. 

Mrs. Be'u. Speak to him, Charlotte, for I cannot. 
* Char^ When I have wip'd my eyes.' 
Jar, I have a little money, madam ; it might 
hare been more, but I have lov'd the poor. All 
that I have is yours. 

Mrs. Bcv, No, Jar<vis, we have enough yet. I 
thank you, though, and will deferve your goodnefs. 

Jar, But fhall I fee my maftcr ? and will he let me 
attend him in his dillrefles ? PII be no expence to 
him ; and 'twill kill me to be refufed. Where is he, 
madam ? 

Mrs. Bev. Not at home, Jari'is. You fhall fee 
him another time. 

CUr, To-morrow, or the next day — O Jar^jfj ! 
What a change is here I 
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Javn A change indeed, madam ! rov old heart 

akes at it. And yet, mcthinks But here's fomc- 

body coming. 

Enttr Lucy nu\th Stukely. 
Lucy. Mr. StuMjf, madam. S^^*^' 

Stu, Good morning to yon, ladies. Mr. jarvisp 
your fer van t* Where's my friend, madam ? 

T0 Mrs. Bev. 
Mrs. B€t/. I Ihould have aik'd that queflion of you* 
(lave you feen him to-day ? 
Stu. No, madam. 
Char. Nor laft night } 

S/ff. Lad night I did he not come home then ? 
Mrs. Be<v, No. Were you not together ? 
5/jf. At the beginning of the evening ; but not 
ince. Where can he have (laid? 

Char, You call yourfelf his friend, fir ; why do 
you encourage him in this raadncfs of gaming ? 

Stu* You have afk'd me that quelHon before, ma- 
dam ; and I told you my concern was that I could not 
fave him ; Mr. Be*verley is a man, madam; and if 
the moil friendly intreaties have no eft'edl upon him, 
I have no other means. My purfe ha^ been his, even 
to the injury of my fortune. If that has been en- 
couragement, I deferve ccnfure ; but I meant it to 
retrieve him. 

Mrs. Bru. I don't doubt it, fir ; and I thank yon 
•—But where did you leave him laft night ? 

Sim, At Wiljhn^s, madam, if I ought to tell ; in 
company I did not like. Poflibly he may be there 
ftill. Mr. Jawis knows thchoufe,, J believe* 
Jar, Shall I go, madam ? 
Mrs. Be'if, No, he may take it ill. 
Char. He may go as from himfclf. 
Stu, And,,if he pleafes, madam, without naming 
jne. I am faulty myfelf, and fhould conceal the er- 
rors of a friend. But I can refufe nothing here. 

[ Solving to the Ladies* 
Jar. I wou'd fain fee him, methinks. 
Mrs. Be'v, Do fo, then. But take care how yoa 
upbraid him^ I have never upbraided him. 

A S 1<^-^ 
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Jar, Wou'd I couM bring him comfort. 

[Exit JanriJ. 

tiu. Don't be too much alarm'd^ madam. >A11 
ir.cn have their errors, and their times of feeine'em. 
Perhaps my friend's time is not come yet. But he has 
an uncle ; and old men don't live for ever. Yoa 
ihou'd look forward, madam ; we are taught how to 
value a fecond fortune by the lofs of a firft. 

{Knocking at the iatu 

Mrs. Bev, Hark ! — No— that knocking was too 
rude for Mr. Bc'verley, Pray Heaven he be well ! 

Stu, Never doubt it, madam. You (hall be well 
too — Every thing fhall be well. {Knocking again. 

Mrs. Btv. liie knocking is a little loud tho!— 
Who waits there ? Will none of you anfwer ? — None 

of you, did I fay? Alas ! what was I thinking 

of 1 — ^J had forgot myfelf ! 

Char. I'll go, fifter— -But don't be alarm'd fo. 

\ExtU 

Stu, What extraordinary accident haVc you to fear, 
niachun ? 

Mrs. Be^. I hcfr your pardon ; but 'tis ever thus 
with me in Mr. Be^jerley^s abfence. No one knocks 
at the door, but I fancy it is a mefTenger of ill-news. 

iitu. You are too fearful, madam ; 'twas but one 
night of abfence; and if ill thoughts intrude (as 
love is always doubtful) think of your worth and 
beauty, and drive 'em from your breall. 

Mrs. Bev, What thoughts ? I have no thoughts 
that wrong my hufband. 

iitu. Such thoughts indeed would wrong him. The 
world is full of flander ; and every wretch that knows 
himfelf unjull, chnrges his neighbour with likepaf- 
fiooF, and by the general frailty hides his own — If 
} ou aie wife, and wcu'd be happy, turn a deaf ear to 
fuch rcporif. 'Tis ruin to believe 'em. 

Mn. Bet', Ay, worfe than ruin. *T would be to 
fin againll convic^tion. Why was it mcntion'd ? 

Stu, To guard you againll rumour. The fport of 
half mankind is milchitf ; and for a fingle error 

thcv 
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they make- men devils. If their tales reach yoa, 
diibelieve 'em. 

Mrs. Biv* What tales ? by whom ? why told ? I 
have heard nothing — or if I had, with all his errors, 
my Btverliy'% firm faiih admits no doubt — It is my 
fafctv, my feat of' reft and joy, while the ftorm 
threatens roand me. 1*11 not forfake it. [Stokcly 
^ghs and looks doiv/i] Why turn you, iir, away ? and 
why that figh ? 

Stu, 1 was attentive, madam ; and fighs will come 
we know not why. Perhaps I have been too bufy— 
If it (hould feem fo, impute my zeal to friendfhip, 
that meant to guard you againft evil tongues. Your 
Beverley is wrong'd, flandcr'd moft vilely — My life 
upon his truth. 

Mrs. Ben/, And mine too. Who is't that doubts 

it ? But no matter 1 am prepared, fir — Yet why 

this caution ? — You are my hu (band's friend ; I think 
you mine too ; the common friend of both, [Pau/es} 
1 had been unconccrn'd elfe. 

. Stu* For Heaven's fake, madam, be fo dill ! I 
meant to guard you againft fufpicion, not to alarm it. 

Mrs. BiTv, Nor have you, fir, who told you of 
fufpicion ? I have a heart it cannot reach, 

' Stu, Then I am happy ^I would fay more — but 

am prevented. 

E'lter Charlotte. 

Mrs, Be*z/. Who was it; Charlotte? 

Char, Vv^hat a heart has that Jar<vis ! — A creditor, 
fifter. But the good old man has taken him away— 
Don't diilrefs his wife 1 don't dillrefs his fifter ! I 
could hear him fay, *Tis cruel to diftrefs the afflifted 
—And when ho faw me at the door, he begg'd 
pardon that his friend had knock'd fo loud. 

i/w. I wilh I had known of this. Was it a large 
demand, madam > 

Char. I heard not that ; but vifits fach as thcfe, we 
mull expc<^ often — Why fo diftrefs'd, filler? this is 
no cewafJiiftion. 

Mrs, Bii:. '^6,Charktte':>'X\ I am faint with watch. 
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ing — cpiitc funk and fpiritlefs — Will you cxcufcn 

Ut ? ril to my chamber, and try to reil a litilc. 

Siu, Good thoughts go^ith yott> madam. 

[Ex.Mrs.lt 
My bait IS taken then. [Jfiiff.] Poor Mn.Brvirli) 
how my heart erieves to fee her thus I 
Char, Cure her, and be a friend then. 
StK, How cure her, madam ? 
^ChoT' Reclaim my brother. 
Sm. Ay, gire him a new creation ? or breathe ano- 
ther foul into him* I'll think on't, madam. Ad« 
vice I fee is than kiefs. 

C/far, Ufclcfs I am fure it is> if thro* miftaken 
friend ihip, or other motives, you feed hi$ paffion 
with your purfe, and fooihc it by example. Pl!5»fi- 
ciaps 10 cure fevers keep from the patient's thirfty lip 
the cup that would enfiame him ; you give it to his 
hand — ^a Knocking) Hark^ Sir, thtfc arc my bro- 
ther's defperate fymptoms Another creditor. 

S:u. One not fo cafily got rid of — What, Lenvfoni 

Enter Lewfon.. 
L€<w, Madam, your fervant — Your's^ fir. I was 
enquiring for you at your lodgings. 

Stu, This morning ? you had bufinefs then ? 
Lew. VouMl call it by another name, perhaps; 
Where's Mr. Beiferley, madam. 

Char: We have fent to enquire for him. 
Li^.u, Is he abroad then I he did not ufe to go out 
fo early. 

C/jar, No ; nor to ftay out £b late. 
Le^v. Is that the cafe ? I am forry for it. But 
Mr. Sfidefy, perhaps, may direft you to him. 

Stu, I have already, fir..— B at what was your bu-. 
fmefs with nic ? 

Lc%u, To congratulate you upon your late fuc- 
ceifes at play. Poor Bruerlcy /but you are his friend^ 
and there's a comfort in having fuccefsful- friends^ 
Sfu, And what am I to underlland by this ? 
Le-Lv. That Bri^erlej\ a poor man, with a rich 
iend— That's all^ 
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Stu. Your wordt wou'd mean ibmethinff, I fup* 
pofe. Another timc^ {it, I fhall defire an expianaticn* 

Lew. And why not now ? I am no dealer in Jong 
fentences. A« minute or two will do for me. 

Siu. Bat not for me, fir* I am (low of apprehen. 
fiony and muft kave time and privacy* A lady's pre- 
fence engages my attention — Another morning I may 
be found at home* 

Lew, Another morning then I'll wait upon you. 

Sm. I ihall expert yon^ fir. Madam« your fervant. 

[£xii. 

Char. What mean you by this ? 

Lew. To hint to him that I know him* 

Char. How know him ? mere doubt and fuppofi- 
lion I 

Lew. I ihall have proof foon. 

'Char* And what then ? wou'd you ri(k your life 
to be his punifher ? 

Lew. My life, madam ! don't be afraid. And yet 
I am happy in your concern for me. But let it con- 
tent you that I know this ^/«ir/K— 'Twou'd be as eafy 
to make him honefl as brave* 

Char* And what do you intend to do ? 

Lew. Nothing, till 1 have proof. Yet my fufpi- 
cions are well grounded-— — but methinks, madam, 
I am acting here without authority. Cou'd I have 
kave to call Mr. Beverley brother, his concerns would 
be my own Why will you make my fervices appear 
officious ? 

Char* You know my reafons, and fhou'd not prefs 
me. But I am cold, you fay ; and cold 1 will be, 
while a poor filler's deftitute— — -My heart bleeds 
for her ! and 'till I fee her forrows moderated, love 
has no joys for me. 
. Lew. Can 1 be lefs a friend by being a brother ? I 

Would not fay an unkind thing byjt the pillar of 

your houfe is fhaken. Prop it wiih another, and it 
ihall ftand firm again—. — You muft comply* 

Char, And will — when I have peace within myfelf. 
But let us change the fubjedl— Your bufinefs here this 

morning 
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morning is with my filler. Misfortunes prefs toohan 
upon her : Yet till to*day fhe has borne 'em nobly* 

Lrtv, Where is (he ? 

Char* Gone to her chamber ■ Her fpirits failM 

her. 

Lrw. I hear her coming — Let what has pafsM witk 
Stukely be a fecret— She has already too much to 
trouble her. 

Enter Mrs. Beverley. 

Mrs. Be<v, Good mornings fir ; I heard your yoke, 
and as I thought, enquiring for me— where's Mr. 
Stukilyy Charlotte. 

Char. This moment gone— **- You have been in 
tears, fifter, but here's a friend (hall comfort you. 

Leiv, Or if 1 add to your diftrefles, I'll beg yonr 
pardon, madam. The fale of your houfe and fur- 
niture was finifli'd yeftcrday. 

Mrs. Be'v. I know it, fir. I know too your gene- 
rous reafon for putting me in mind of it. But you 
have obliged me too much already. 

Leio. Thefe are trifles, madam, which I know you 
have fet a value on ; thofe I have purchas'd, and will 
deliver. I have a friend too that eftecms you — He has 
bought largely ; and will call nothing his, till he 
has feen you. If a vifit to him would not be pain- 
ful, he has begg'd it may be this morning. 

Mrs. Beu. Not painful in the lead My pain is from 
the^ kindnefs of my friends. Why am 1 to be oblig'd 
beyond the power of return ? 

' Le^n You fhall repay us at your own time I have 
a coach waiting at the door — Shall we have your com- 
pany, madam ? [To Char. 

Char. No. My brother may return foon ; Til ftay 
and receive him. 

Mrs. Bev, He may want a comforter, perhaps* 
But don't upbraid him, Charlotte. We (lian't be 
abfent long — Come, fir, fince I mud be fo oblig'd* 

Lciv. 'Tis I that am oblig'd. An hourorlefs will 
be luflicicnt for us. We ihall find you at home, ma« 
dara ? [7i Char. an4 exit 'with Mrs. Bev. 

Cbar^ 
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Char, Certainly. I have but little inclination to 
appear abroad — O ! this brother ! this brother ! to 
what wretchednefs has he reduc'd us. \^Exit. 

SCENE changes to Stukely's Lodgings . 
Enter Stukely. 

Stu, That Z/w/«» fufpc^ls me, 'tis too plain. Yet 
why fhpu'd he fufpedt me ? — 1 appear the friend of 
Bemerley as much as he.— But 1 am rich it feems — and 
fo I am; thanks to another's folly and my own wifdom • 
To what ufe is wifdom, but to take advantage of the 
weak ? This Beverley*^ my fool ; I cheat him, and he 
calls mefriend«— — But more bufinefs mull be done 
yet. His wife's jewels are pnfold ; fo is the rever- 
flon of his uncle's eflate. I/nuft have thefe too—-* 
JVtid then there's/a treafure^bove all— — I love his 
wife^— Before fhe knew this Be'verUy I lov'd her ; but 
Jike a cringing fool, bow'd at a diilance, while he 

ftept in and won her Never, never will I forgive 

him for't. My pride, as well as love, is wounded by 
this-conqueft. — I muft have vengeance. Thofe hints, 
this morning, where well thrown in— Already they 
havefailen'don her. If jealoufy ihou'd weaken hef 
afFeftions, want may corrupt her virtue— My heart 
rejoices in the hope — Thefe jewels may do much. He 
ihall demand 'cm of her ; which, when mine, Ihall be 
converted to fpecial purpofes — What now Bates ? 
Enter Bates. 

Bates, Is it a wonder then to fee me ? The forces 
are all in readinefs, and only wait ibr orders. Where's 
Be'verUy ? 

Stu, At laft night's rendezvous, waiting for me. 
Js DaiAifon with you ? 

Bates, Drefs'd like a nobleman ; with money. in his 
pocket, and a fet of dice that ihall deceive the devil. 

Stu, That fellow has a head to undo a nation. But 
for the reft, they are fuch low -manner 'd, ill-looking 
dogs, I wonder Be<verley has not fufpefted 'em. 

Bates. No matter for manners and looks. Do you 
* fuppiy 
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fupply 'em with monty, and they are gentlemen by 
profeiTion-— TKe paflion of gaming cafts fiich a mift be* 
fore the eyes, that the nobleman (hall be furrounded 
with iharpers^ and imagine himfelf in the bed of com* 
pany. 

4V/«. There's that Williams^ too— It was he, I fup- 
pofe, that caird at Beverity*$ with the note this 
morning. What dire^ions did yoa give him ? 

Bates. To knock load, and be clamorousk Did 
not you fee him ? 

Stu. No. The fool fncak'd off with 7i!7r«i;w. Had 
he appear'd within doort^ as diredled» the note had 
been difcharg'd. I waited there on purpofe, I want 
the women to think well of me ; for Leiv/om*s grown 
fafpicious ; he told me fo himfelf. 

Bates. What anfwer did yoo make him ? 
Stu, A ihort one — That 1 would fee him foon, for 
farther explanation. 

Bates, We muft take care of him. But what have 
we to do with Bea/erlej F Dainfon and the reft are won- 
dering at you. 

Stu^ Why let *cm wonder. I have defigns above 
their narrow reach. They fee me lend him money ; 
and they ftare at me. But they are fools. I want him 
to believe me beggar'd by him. 
Bates ^ And what then ! 

Stu. Ay, there's the queftlon ; but no matter. At 
right you may know more. He waits for me at Wit" 
fon^s, 1 told the women where to find him. 
Bates. To whatpurpofe? 

^/». To fave fufpicion. It look'd friendly ; and 
they thank'd me. Old Jar'viswa.s difpatch'd to him* 
, Bates. And may intreat him home. 
Stu, No ; he experts money from me ; but I'll have 
none. His wife's jewels mull gc — Women are eafy 
creatures and refufe nothing where they Jove -— 
Follow to fFil/htt's ; but be fure he fees you nor^ You 
are a man of charadler, you know ; of prudence and 
difcretion. Wait fcr me in an cuter room ; I ihall 
have bufinefs for you presently. Come, fir ; 

Lit 
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' Let drugging f9oh hy honefty gronv great : 
The Jbofter road to riches is deceit. [Exeunt. 



A C T II. 

6 C E N E a Gaming Houfe, nfjtth a Tahiti Box, 
bice, i^c. 

Beverlfy is di/arver^d Jtiting. 
^^i'."\Tr7HY, whata world is thjs ! The flave that 
V V digs for gold receives his daily pittance^ 
and (lecps contented^ while thofe^ for whom hi la« 
tours^ convert their good to mifchief ; makin|; abun- 
dance the means of want. O ftiame I ihame !— ^Had 
fortune given me but a little, that little had been ftill 
my own. But plenty leads to wafte ; and (hallow 
ftrcams maintain their currents, while fwclling rivers 
beat down their banks, and leave their c}iannels empty. 
What had 1 to do with play ? I wanted nothing. My 
wifhes and my means were equal. The poor followed 
me with bleflings ; love fcatterM rofes on my pillow, 

and morniixg wak'd me to delight bitter 

thought ! that leads to what I was, by what I an^! 
I wou'd forget both — Who's there ? 
Enter Waiter. 
Wait. A gentleman, fir, enquires for you. 
Be^, He might have us'd lefs ceremony. Stuiefy; 
I fuppofe? 

PFait. No, ^r, a llranger. \ 

£e<i;. Well, fhew him in. Exit, Waiter. 

A mefTcnger from Stitkcly, then ! from him that has 

undone me !— Yet all in friendlhip , and now he 

lends me from his little, to bring back fortune io mc. 

Enter Jarvis. 

Jar^vis ! Why this iqtrufion ? Your abfence had 

. been kinder. 

Jar, I came In duty, fir. If it b5 troublefome— - 
Be*v, It is — I wou'd be private— —hid even from, 
myfelf. Who fent you hither ? 

Jar. 
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Jar, One that wouM perfaade you home agaii!# 
My Miftrefs.is not well ; her tears told me ib. 

£€v. Go with thy duty there then*—*' But does 
' fhe weep ? I am to blame to let her weep.* Pr'ythcc 
be gone : 1 have no bufmefs for thee. 

Jar. Yes, fir ; to lead you from this place. I am 
your fervant ftill. Your profperous fortune, blefs'd my 
cid age. If that has left you, I muft not leave you. 

Biv. Not leave me ! Recall paft time then ; or 
through this fea of ftorms and darknefs, fhew me a 
liar to guide me But what can'ft thou ? 

Jar, The little that I can, I will. You have been 
generous to me — I wou'd not offend you, fir, — but— 

£e^. No. Think'll thou I'd ruin ihee, too i I 
have enough of fhame already — My wife ! My wife ! 
Wou'dft thou believe it, J arms ? I have not feen her 

all this long night 1, who have lov'd her fo, that 

every hour of abfence feem'd as a gap in life. But 

other bonds have held me O ! I have play'd the 

boy ! dropping my counters in the dream, and reach- 
ing to redeem 'cm, have loft myfelf. * Why wilt 

* thou follow mifery ? Or if thou wilt, go to thy mif- 

• trefs. She has no guilt to fling her, and therefore 
' may be comforted.' 

Jar, For pity's fake, fir ! — ■ I have no heart to 
fee this change. 

Bc'v, Nor I to bear it How fpeaks the world of 

me, J aw is ? 

Jar, As of a good man dead. Of one, who walk- 
ing in a dream, fell down a precipice. The world is 
forry foi you. 

Ecu, Ay, and pitirs mc Say is it not fo ? But I 

was born to infamy V\\ tell thee what it fays. It 

calls me villain ; :i treacherous huft)and ; a cruel fa- 
thcr ; a falfe brother ; one loft to nature and her cha- 
rities. Or to fay ail in one fhort word, it calls mc — 
Gamcftcr. Go to thy miftrefs — I'll feeherprefently. 

Jar. And why not now ? Rude people prefs upon 
her ; loud, bHwlin>> creditors ; wretches who know no 
pity — 1 met one at the door ; he wou'd have feen my 

miftrefs. 
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kniftrefs. I wanted means of prefentpaymentj fopro- 
mis'd it to-morrow. But others may be prefling ; 
and (he has grief enough already. Your abfence 
hangs too heavy on her.' 

' Be'v* Tell her 1*11 come, then. I have a moment's 
bufinefs. But what hail thou to do with my diflredjes ? 
Thy honefty has left thee poor ; and age wants com- 
fort. Keep what thou haft ' for cordials ;' left between 
thee and the grave, mifery fteal in. I have a friend 
(hall counfel me — This is that friend. 
Enter Stukely. 

Siu. How fares it, Beverley ? Hon eft Mr. Jarvis, 
well met ; I hop'd to find you here. That viper Wil- 
liams / Was it not he that troubled you this morning ? 

Jar, My miftrcfs heard him then f— — I am forry 
that (he heard him. 

Be'v. And Jar'vis promis'd payment. 

Sfu, That muft not be. Tell him Pll fatisfy hinu 

Jar* Will you, fir ? Heaven will reward you for*t. 

Bev. Generous Stukely! Friendftiip like yours, had 
it ability like will, wou'd more tHan balance the 
wrongs of fortune, 

Stu. You think too kindly of me — Make hafte to 
Williams ; his clamours may be rude elfe, [To Jar. 

Jar> And my mafter will go home again — Alas ! 
fir, we know of hearts there breaking for his abfence,^ 

[Exit. 

Be'v, Wou'd I wejre dead ! 

Stu, * OrturnM^hermit ; countingaftring of beads 
* in a dark cave ; or under a weeping willow, praying 
' for mercy on the wicked,' Ha ! ha ! ha ! — Pr'ythee 
be a man, and leave dying to difeafe and old age.— 
Fortune may be ours again ; at leaft we'll try for't. 

Be^u, No ; it has foaPd us on too far. • 

Stu, Ay, ruin'd us ; and therefore we'll fit down 
contented. Thefe are the derpoi>dings of men with, 
out money \ l>ut let the (hining ore chink in the 
pocket, and folly turns to wifdora. We arc Fortune's 

children True, file's a fickle mother; but ftiall 

we droop becaufe (he's pevifti? — No ; fl^chas ftnUes 

in 
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in ilore. And tbefe her frowns are meant to briglit* 
ea 'cm. 

Bev. Ts this a time for levity? But yon are finale 
in the ruin, and therefore may talk lightly of it» 
With me 'tis complicated mifery, 

Stu* You cenfure me unjuftly — JLbut alTumed thcfe 
fpirlts to cheer my friend. lieavenfcHOws he wanu 
a comforter. 

Be^. What new misfortune ! 

iV/K. I wou'd hare bronght you money ; but lenden 
want fecuritics. What s to be done ? All that was 
mine is yours already. 

Bev. And there's the double weight that finks me, 
1 have undone my friend, too ; one, who tofav^a 
drowning wretch, reached out his hand, and perifh'd 
with him. 

Stu. Have better thoughts, 

Bev, Whence are they to proceed ? I have nothing 
left. 

Stu. [S/giingl Then we're indeed undone. What 
nothing ? No moveables ? Nor ufelcfs trinkets ? 
Bawbles lock'd up in cafkets to ilarve their owners ? 
—1 nave vcntard deeply for you. 

Bf'V, Therefore this heart- ake ; for I am loft be- 
yond all hope. 

Sfu. No ; means may be found to fave us. Jar'vit 
is rich. Who made him fo ? This is no time for cere- 
mony. 

Bc*v, And is it for difhonefty ? The go*d old man 1 
Shall I rob him too ? My friend wou'd grieve for't. 
No ; let the little that he has, buy food and cloathing 
for him. 

Stu, Good morning, then. [Going. 

Be-v, So hafty. Why then good morning. 

5/«. And when we meet again, upbraid me. Say 
it was I that tempted you. Tell Leiv/onSo ; and tell 
him I have wrong'd you — He has fulpicions of mt, 
and will thank you 

Be'u, No ; we have been companions in a rafli 
voyage, and the fame ftorm has wrecked us both. 
Mine (hall be fclf-upbraidings. i^tst. 
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StM. And will they feed us ? You deal unkindly by 
me. I have fold aad borrowM fbryou, while land 
or credit lafted; and now^ when fortune (hould be try*dt 
and ipy heart whifpers me fuccefs, I am deferted } 
turnM loofe to beggary, while you have hoards. 

£e<u* What hoards ? Name 'em^ and take 'em. 

Sfu. Jewels. 

Bev» And (hail this thriftlefs hand feize them too ? 
My poor, poor wife ! Muft (h6 lofe all i I wou'd hot 
wound her fo. 

Sfu> Kor I, but from necedity. One effort more, 
and fortune may grow kind. I have unufual hopes* 

Bev, Think of fomc other means, then* 

Stu. I have ; and you rejefted 'em, 

Bev. Pr'ythee let me be a man. 

Sfti, Ay^ and your friend a poor one. But I have 
done. And for thefe trinkets of a woman, why, let 
her keep 'em Xo deck out pride with, and (hew a 
laughing world that fhe has finery to ftarve in. 

Me'u. No ; fhe (hall yield up all. My friend de« 
jnands it. But need he have talk'd lightly of her? 
The jewels that fhe values are truth and innocence— 
Thofe will adorn her ever ; and for the reft, fhe wore 
*em for a hufband's pride, and to his wants will give 
'em. Alas I you know "her not. Where fhall we 
meet? 

StM» No matter. I have chang'd my mind. Leave 
me to a prifon : 'tis the reward of friendfhip. 

Bev. Perifh mankind firft— Leave me to a prifon I 
No ; fallen as you fee me, I'm not that wretch. Nor 
wou'd I change this heart, o'er charg'd as 'tis with 
folly and misfortune, for one mofl prudent and mofi; 
happy, if callous to a friend's diflreffes. 

Stu. You are too warm. 

Be^v, In fuch a caufe, not to be warril i^ to be fro- 
ten. Farewell. I'll meet you at your lodgings. - 

Stu. Reflect a little. The jewels may be loft. Bet- 
ter nothazard 'em — I was toopreffing. 

Bev» And I ungrateful. Refledtion takes up time* 
I have no leifuf e ror't, -Within an hour expcft m c. 

[Exit. 
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SiM. The thottghtleft, (hallow prodigal! We (hall 
have fport at night, then— Bat hold— «The jewels are 
not ours yet — The lady may refaie 'em— The haf- 
band may relent, too— *Tis more than probable—- -^ 
I'll write a note to Bi^m^le^, and the contents fliall 
fpur him to demand 'em— —Bat am I grown this 
rogae thro' avarice ? No ; 'I have warmer motives, 
love and revenge — Ruin the holband, and the wife's 
virtue may be bid for ? ' 'Tis of uncertain value, and 
' finks, or rifes in the purchafe, as want, or wealth, 
' or paifion governs. The poor part cheaplv with it; 
' rich dames, tho' pleas'd with felling, will have high 
• prices for't. Your love-fick girls give it for oatns 
« and lying. B ut tender wives, who boaft of honour 
« and affedlion's, keep it againft famine — Why, let 
< famine come then ; I am m hafte to purchafe.* 

Enter Bates. 
Look to your men. Bates; there's money ftirring. 
We meet to-night upon this fpot. Haften and tell 
'em fo. Beverley calls upon me at my lodgings, and 
we return together. Haften, I fay, the rogues will 
fcatter clfe. 

Bates, Not 'till their leader bids 'em. 

l^>«. Come on, then. Give 'em the word and fol- 
low me ; I mull advife with you This is a day of 

bufinefs. [Exeunt. 

SCENE changes to Beverley's Lodgings. 

Enter Beverley and Charlotte. 

Char, Your looks are chang'd, too ; there's wild- 
nefs in 'cm. My wretched fitter ! How will it grieve 
her to fee you thus ! 

Be'u, No, no a little reft will eafe me. And 

for your Le^jo/on's kindnefs to her, it has my thanks ; 
I have no more to give him. 

Char. Yes ; a filler and her fortune. I trifle with 

him and he complains My looks, he fays, arc 

cold upon him. He thinks too 

Be<u. That I have loft your fortune— He dares not 
think fo. 

Char. 
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Char. Nor docs he— -You arc too quick at gudT- 
ing. He cares not if yoa had. That care is mine-— 
I leottit you to hufband^ and nov^ I claim it. 
Be^. You have fufpicions, then ? 
Char. Cure 'cm, and give it me. 
Be*if, To flop a filler's chiding. 
Char. To vindicate her brother. 
JBe<u* How if he needs no vindication ? 
Char* I wou'd fain hope fo. 
Bev, Ay> wou'd and cannot. Leave it to time, 
then ; 'twill fatisfy all doubts. 
Char. Mine are already fatisfy 'd. 
Bev. 'Tis well. And when the fubjeft is rcnew'd, 
fpeak to me like a fifler> and I will anfwer like a 
brother. 

Char. To tell me I'm a beggar. — ^Why, tell it now. 
I that can bear the ruin of thofe dearer to me, the 
Tuin of a fifter and her infant, can bear that too. 
Be<u, No more of this — ^you wring ray heart. 
Char. Wou'd that the mifery were all your own ! 
But innocence mufl fuffer — Unthinking rioter ! whofe 
home was heaven to him ; an angel dwelt there, and 
a little cherub, that crown'd his days with bleffings— 
How he has loft this heaven to league with devils ! 

Be<u. Forbear, I fay ; reproaches come too late ; 
they fearch, but cure not: and for the fortune you 
demand, we'll talk to-morrow on't ; our tempers 
maybe milder. 

Char. Or, if 'tis gone, why farewell all. I claim'd 
it for a fifter. ' She holds my heart in hcr's ; and 
every pang ihe feels tears it in pieces* — But I'll up- 
braid no more. What Heaven permits, perhaps, it 
may ordain ; ' and forrow then is finful.* Yet that 
the hufband ! father ! brother ! fhould be its inftru- 
mentsof vengeance ! — 'Tis grievous to know that.. 
Be^. If you're my fifter, fpare the remembrance 
———it, wounds too deeply. To-morrow fhall clear 
all ; and when the worfl is known, it may be better 
than your fears. Comfort my wife; and for the 
pains of abfence, I'll make atonement. The world 
may yet go Well with us. 

Char. 
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Ciar. See where flie comes !-*— -Loot: chearrdlf 
upon her— 'AffcAions fuch as her's are prying, ana 
lend thofe eyes that read the foul. 

Enter Mrs. Beverley imii Lewfon, . 

Mrs. Benf. My life ! 

Bi'u. My love I how fares it ? I have been a trust 
hulbaod. 

Mrs. Btnt. But we meetnow* and that heals aD-^ 
Doubts and alarms I have h'ad ; bat in this dear.tm« 
brace I bury and forget 'enx*-*My friend here (.pnwi» 
ing to Lewfon) has been indeed a friend. Charkttt, 
'tis you muft thank him : your brother's thanks and 
mine are of too little value. 

Bev. Yet what we have we'll pay. I thank yoU| 
fir, and am oblig'd. I wou'd fay more, but that 
your goodnefs to the wife upbraids the huiband's fol- 
lies. Had I been wife, flie had not trefpafs'doa 
your bounty. 

Lenu. Nor has fiie trefpafs'd. The little 1 have 
done, acceptance over- pays. 

Char* So friendihip thinks 

Mrs. Bev* And double obligations by fl riving to 

conceal *em We'll talk another time on't.-*— 

You are too though tful, love. 

Bev. No, I have rcafon for thcfc thoughts. 

Char. And hatred for the caufe<— Wou'd yoa 
had that, too ! 

Bev. I have— —The caufe was avarice. 

Char, And who the tempter ? 

Beu, A ruined friend ruin'd by too much kind- 

refs. 

Le^, Ay, worfe than ruin'd ; ftabb'd in his fame^ 
mortally ttabb'd — Riches can't cure him. 

Be*v, Or if they cou'd, thofe 1 have drain'd him of. 
Something of this he hinted in the morning — ^That 
Lewfon had fufpicions of him-'^Why thefe fu/piciona ? 

[Angriy. 

Lew. At fchool we knew this Stuiefy. A cunning 
plodding boy he was, fordid and cruel, flow at his 
tafk, but quick at ihifts and tricking. He fchem'd 

out 
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out tnifchiefy. that others might be ponifhM; and 
wop'd tell his tale with (o much art, that for the laQi 
Be merited^ rewards and praife were given him. • Shew 
me a boy with fuch a mind, and time that ripens man- 
l^oodinhim, fhall ripen vice, too— I'll prove him, and 
lay him open t'you— 'Till then be warnM ■ ■ f 
I^now hiai, and therefore ihun him. 

R€<v. As I wou'd thofe that wrong him ■ ■ « ' Yon 
are too bufy, iir. 

Mrs. Biv. No, not too bufy— Miftaken, perhaps 
- " That had been milden 

L€w, No matter, madaiii. I can bear thls> and 

?raire the heart that prompts it — Piry futh friendfhip 
lou'd be fo plac'd I 

-^fv. Again, fir t but I'll bear, too— -You wrong 
him, Letu/efi, and will be forry for't. 

Char. Ay, when 'tis prov'd he wrongs him. The 
world is full of hypocrites. 

. Bef/. And ^iukeiy one-— — fo ycuM infer, I think 
■ I 'll hear no more of this*— -«-my heart aches for 
him-— I have undone him. 

Lc'w. The world fays otherwife. 

Biv. The world is falfe, then 1 have bufinelj 

mth you, love, [to Mrs. Bev,] we'll leave 'cm to their 
rancour. [Gdin^. 

CJkar, No. We fhall find room within for';t — 

Come this way, fir. f 9# Lewfoii, 

^ Le^. Another time my friend will thank me ; that 

time is haftening too. [Ex, Lew. and Char. 

J5^v. They hurt me beyond bearing ^^fs Stukefy 

felfe ? then honeftv has left us I *twerc finning againft 
Heaven to think io. 

Mrs. Bev, I never doubted him. ' 

Bev^ No; you are charity. Mecknefs and ev.er 
during patience live in thatheart> and love thatknQwft 
no change Why did I ruin you ? 

Mrs. Be'u, You have not ruin'd me. I have no 
wants when you are prefent, nor wilhes in your ah^ 
ifence, but to beblell with your return. But berefign'd 
to what has happen'd, and I am rich beyond tkit dreams 
of avarice. 

B Btni* 
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J?#tf. My generous girl ! — But memory wiU be bofy ; 
fiill crouding on my thoughts^ to ibnr the prefent by 
the pail. I nave another pang, too. 

Mrs. Be*v. Tell it, and let nw cure it, 

Bei;, That friend— that eenerons friend, whofe 
fame they have traduc'd— — I have undone him too. 
While he had means he lent me largely ; and now a 
prifon mud be his portion. 

Mrs. Bev. No ; I hope otherwife. 

Bev, To hope mud be to ad. The charitable wifh 
feeds not the hungry Something muft be done. 

Mrs. Bev, What? 

Bev, In bitternefs of heart he told me, juftnowhe 
told me, I hid undone him. Cou'd I hear that, and 
think of happinefs? no; I have difclaira*d it, while he 
is miferable. 

Mrs. Be^, The world may mend with us, and then 
we may be grateful. There's comfort in that hope, 

Be-TJ. Ay; *ti5 the iick man's cordial, his promis'i 
cure; while in preparing it the patient dies.*— — 
What now ? 

Enter Lucy. 

Lucy, A letter, fir. {Delivers it hhJ Ex, 

Bev, 1'he hand is Stukdfs. 

[ Opens it and reads it to himfelf. 

Mrs. Be'v. And brings good news at Icaft 1*H 

hope fo— — What fays he, love ? 

Beij* Why this too much for patience. Yet he 

diredls me to conceal it from you, [Reads, 

Let your hafie to fee me he the only f roof of your efleem for 
me, I ha^ve determined, fince ive parted, to hid adieu 
:c Kngland ; chafing rather to for fake my country, than 
to ewe my freedom in it to the means nve talked of. Keep 

• this a fee ret at home, and hafen to the ruined 

R. Stukely, 

Ruin'd by friendfhip ! I muft relieve or fbUow him. 

Mrs. Benf. Follow him> did you fey? then I am 
}oftj indeed I 
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Be<v^ O tilts tQftxnsl vice! bow has it funk mc{ a 
vice, wjbiofe KigKell joy vyas poor to my domellic hap- 
ppefs. Yet how have 1 purfu'd it! turn*d nil my 
comforts to birtereft pangs 1 Jind all my fuiiles to tears. 
DamnM, damn'd intatuacion ! 

Mrs. Be^, Be coot, my life ! what are the means 

the letter talks of? ti\xyQ you have I thufe means ? 

tell me, and cafe n?c. I have no life while yon are 
wretched. 

Be*u. No, no ; it muft not b.c. 'Tis I alone have 
fibn'd ; 'tis I alone mufl fuiFer. You (hall refcrve thofe 
ttieans to keep my child and his wrong'd mother from 
%^ant and wretch ednefs. 

Mrs. Be'9, What means ? 

£e*u. I came to rob you of 'em-^but cannoti— dare 
tiot— Thofe jewels are your fole fupport— 1 fliould be 
adore than m on Her to requed 'em. 
. Mrs. Be*v, My jewels? trifles, not worth the fpeak- 
log of, if weigh'd againft a hu(band*s peace; but lee 
*em purchafe that, and the world's wealth is of U^% 
Value. 

Bev. Amazing goodnefs ! how little do I feem before 
fuch virtues I 

Mrs. Be^. No more, my love. I kept *em 'till 
occaiion call'd to ufe 'em ; now is the occafion, and 
VH refign 'em chear fully. 

Betf. Why we'll be rich in love, theo. ' But this 

* excefs of kindnefs melts mf. Yet for a friend one 

* wou'd do much — He hjis d<?ny*d, me nothing.' 
Mrs. B4<u. Come to my clofet— -*Bu*t let him ma- 

tuge wifely. Wc have ho more to give him. 

Be*if, Where leant my love this excellence? — 'Tis 

* Heaven^s own teaching: that; Heaven, ^which to an 

* angel's form has given a mind more lovely.' I am 
uaworthy of you, but will defer vc you better. 

HtntefoM my follies and mglcSs Jhall ceaje, 
^nd €tll to come be penitence and peaces 

B a ' Vict 
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Ficejball no more tUtraQ me with her charms ^ 
Kor pleafure reach me^ hut in thefe dear arms. 

[Exetnt, 

ACT IIL 
SCENE Stukely's Lodgings. 

Enter Stukely and J^at^s. 

Stm, O O runs the world. Bates. Fools are the natural 
i5 prey oi knaves; nature deflgn'd them fo, 
when fhe made lambs for wolves. The laws that fear 
and policy have fram'd, nature difclaims : fhe knows 
but two ; and thofe are force and cunning. The no- 
bler law is force; but then there's danger in*t; while 
Ciinning, like a fkilful miner, works fafely and unfeen. 

Bates, And therefore wifely. Force muft have 
nerves and finews ; cunning wants neither. The dwarf 
that has it fhall trip the giant's lieels up. 

Stu, And bind him to the ground. Why, we'll 
ereft a Ihrine for nature, and be her oracles. Con- 
fcience is weaknef^; fear made it, aad fear maintains 
it. The dread of fhame, inward reproaches, and 
fiditious burnings fwell out the phantom. Nature 
knows none of this: her laws are freedom. 

Bates, Sound doftrine, and well delivered ! 

Stu. We are iinc'ere, too, and pradlife what we 
teach. Let the grave pedant fay as much.— But now 
to bufmefs. The jewels are difpos'd of; and Beverley 
again worth money. He waits to count his gold out, 
and then comes hither. If my defign fucceeds, this 
night we finilh with him. Go to your lodgings and be 
bufy — You under/land conveyances, and can make ruin 
fure. 

Bates. Better flop here. The fale of this reverfioa 
may be talk'd of — There's danger in't. 

Stu. No, 'tis the mark I aim at. We'll thrive 
and laugh. You are the puichafer^ and there's the 

payment 
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^ymerft J^i^hig h Pocket- hook. ] He thinks you rich^ 
and (6 you lh4l be. Enquire fbr'ticles^ Und deal hardly ; 
•'twill look like honefty. 

Bates, How if he lufpefls us ? » 

•?/«. Leave it to me. I lludy hearts, and when to 
work upon -'em. ^Go to your lodgings; and if we 
come be bufy over papers. Talk of a thoughtlefs agei 
of gaming and extravagance ; you have a fuce for'u 

Bales, A fueling too jthat wouM avoid it; We pufh 
4O0-far; baB»»T have cautioned you^ If it ends i Hi 
yoiiMl think of me and fo adieu. - * [Exlr, 

Stu* This fellow fins by halves ; his fears are con- . 
fcience to him.. Til turn thefe fears to ufe. Rogues 
that dread fhame, will Hill be greatcV rogues to hide 
their guilt— This fliall be thought of. Zeiu/on grows 
troufc&fomeii^— ^We muil get rid of him. ■ ■ He 
knows too much. I have a tale for Bever/ey; part of 
ic> truths COO — He fhall caH Lenujon to account — If it 
fucceeds, 'tis well ; if not, we muft try other means- 
Bat here he comes-^I muft diiTcmble. 

Enter Beverleyl 

Look . to the door there [/« a feemng Jrtg^t]''''^My 
friend ! I thought of other viiicors* 
-. Bi*v* No; thefe fliall guard you from 'em. * 
[^firing noter] Take 'em and ufc 'cm cautionfly « 
The world deals hardly by us. 

Siu. And Ihall I leave you deftitutc? No: your 
wantiAce the greateft. Another climate may treat me 
kinder. The flielter of to-night takes me from this. 

Bev, Let thefe be your fupport then— Yet is there 
need, of parting? I may have means again; we'll fliare 
*tin, and live wifely. 

,St»* No. I ftiott'd tempt you on. Habit Is nature 
in me; ruin can't cure it. Even now I wou'd be 
gaming. Taught by experience as I am, and know- 
ing this poor fum is air that's left us, 1 am for ven- 
turing ftiU— — And fay I am to blame— —Yet will this 
little fupply our wants ! No, we muft put it out to 
u&cy. vVhcther 'tis madnef& in me, or fomereitlefs- 
. ^a B 3. impulfe- 
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impuire of {ood foitane, I yet am ignorant ; bat«-— 

^m;. Take it, and fucceed then. Til try no more. 

$tu. 'Tis furely impulfe ; it pleads fo ftrongly— — -^ 

Bot you arc' cold We'll e'en part here then. And 

for this laft reCerve, keep it for better afes ; I'll have 
none on't. I thank you thoS and will feek foftiwf 
fingly— -One thing I had forgot—— 

£ev. What is u? 

Stu. Perhaps^ 'twere beft forgotten. But I am open 
in my nature^ and zealous for the honour of my friend 
Leiu/on fpeaks freely of you. 

£e*v. Of you I know he does. 

Sftt, I can forgive him for't; bat for my friend VA 
angry. 

£ev. What fays he of roe? 

Stu. That Cbarhtu^% fortune is embezzled— tie 
talks on't loudly. 

Be^. He Ihali be iilexic'd then-^How Jieard yon of 

Sit(. From mapy. He queftion'd Baii$ abertt it* 

You muft account with him, he fays. 

Be-j, Or he with me— — andfoon, too. 

Stu, Speak mildly to hini. Cautions arebcil. 

Bcv. J *1I thin k on't — But whither go yon ? 

Stu. From poverty and prifons- * No matter 
whither. If fortune changes you may hear from mc. 

Be-v, May thefe be profperoos, thtn. [Offtrmg tht 
noicsy lAjhicL he refuj€i\ Nay, they are year's— ^— I 
haye fworn it, and will have nothing— Take *em 
and ufe 'em. 

Stu. Singly I will not. My cares are for my friend ; 
for his lolt f 'rtune, and ruin'd family. Ail feparate 
inieiells 1 difclaim. Together we have fall'n, together 
we irniii: rife. My heart, my honour, and affedlions, 
all will Hrtve it fo. 

Bcnj, J am weary of being fool'd. 

Btu, And fo am j — Here let us part then Thefe 

bodings of -ood- fortune ihall all be ftifled> 1*11 call 
'em f Jly, and forget 'em-^This one embrace, and 
then farcwel, [9^****^ ^* embra^. 
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Bt^. No ; ftay a moment— —How my poor heart's 
dlftnt^ed ! I have thefe bodings too ; but whether 
caught from you, or prompted by my good or evil 
genius, I know not — The trial (hall determine— And 
yet, my wife. 

Sfx, Ay, ay, fhe'll chide. 

Bev* No ; my chidings are all here. 

[^Pointing tc his btart^ 

Stu, I'll not perfuade you. 

Be^, I am perfoaded ; by reafon too ; the ftrongcH: 
reafon ; neceffity. Oh I cou'd I but regain the height 
-I have fallea from, heaven fhou'd forfaJte me in rny 
lateft hour, if I again mix'd in thcfe fcenes, or facri- 
fic'd the husband's peace, his joy and beil aifedions, 
to avarice and infamy. 

Stm, I have reA)Iv'd like you ; and fince our motives 
jure fo honeli, why ftion'd we fear fucccfs ? 

Be^, Come on, then Where fhall we meet ? 

Stu. At ^i^'s-*-Yct if it hurts ypu, leave me; I 
Jiave mifled you often* 

Bev. We have mifled each other — Rut come ! for- 
tune is fickle, and may be tir'd with plaguing us— • 
There let us reft our oopes. 
' StK. Yet think a little * 

JBfv. I canno t ■ thinking but diftrafts me. 

tfifn defperatiop leads all thoughts are vain ; 

tttafon 'would lofe^ nvhat raftmefs may obtain. [Exeunt. 

SCENE changes to Beverley's Lodgings. 

£nter Mrs. Beverley and Charlotte. 

Char» *Twas all a fcheme, a mean one; unworthy 
of my brother. 

Mrs. Bev. No, I am fare it was not-^Stuiefy is ho- 
neft too ; I know he is — This madnefs has undone 'em 
both. 

Char. My brother irrecoverably You are too 

fpiritlefs a wife— A mournful tale, mixt with a fdw 

kind words, will fteal away your foul. The world *s 

too fubtle for fuch goodnefs. Had I been by, he 

B.4 lliou'd 
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lhoo*d have afk'd your life fixmer thstn chofe jewdi. 

Mrs. Brv. He ihoo'd hzve kad it then. [^Mim^] 
I live but to oblige him. She who can knre, andii 
belov'd like me, will do as much. Men have done 
more for miflrefles, and women for a baie deludcr. 
And (h.ill a wife do lefs? Your chidings .hart mc, 
CharUtte. 

Char, And come too !are; they might have iavM 
you clfe. How cou'd he uie you fo? 

Mrs. Bt*o. 'Twas friendibtp did it. I£s heart vas 
breaking for a friend. 

Char, The friend that has betray'd hiiB» 

Mrf. Biv, Prithee don't think fo. 

Char, To-morrow he accoants with me. 

Mrs. Be*v, And fairly I will not doabt it. 

Cbmr, Unleft a friend has wanted ^I have na pa- 
tience Sifter ! Sifter ! we are boond to curie this 

friend-. 

Mrs^ Bc^. My Beverley fpeaks nobly of him. 

Char. And Levu/on truly — ^Bat I difpleaie yon widi 
this tal k To-morrow will inftm£l as. 

Mrs. Be*v, Stay till it comes then 1 wou'd not 

think fo hardly. 

Char. Nor I, but from conviftion— — Yet we have 
hope of better days. My uncle is infirm, and of an 

figc that threatens hourly Or if he lives, you never 

have oifended him ; and for diibefles fo unmerited he 
will have pity. 

Mrs. Be'v. I know it, and am chearful. We have 
no more to lofe ; and for what's gnne, if it brings 
prudence home, the purchafe was well made. 

Char. My Le-ivfon will be kind too. While he and 
I have life and m^ans, you fhall divide with us— — - 
. And fee, he's here ! 

Enter Lew Ton, 
We were juft fpeaking of you. 

Lenv, *Tis bell to interrupt you then. Few charac- 

. ters will be.ir a fcrutiny ; and where the bad outweighs 

the good, he's fafeft that's IciUt ialk*d of. What f^y 

you. Madam I \To Charlotte. 

Char^ 
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har. That I hate fcandal, tho' a woman— ^there- 
talk feldom of you. 

\x%. Btv* Or,' with more truth, that, thoVa wo- 
i, ihe loves to praife-*-— -Therefore talks always of 
. V\\ leave you to decide it. \Exit:i 

e*w, Hqw go<od and amiable ! I came to talk in > 
ate with you ; of matters that cpncem you. -. 
bar. What matters ? 
^w. Firft anfwer me fincerely to what I afkl 

bar, I will But you alarm me. 

ew, I am too graye, perhaps ; but be ailbr'd . of 
, I have no news that troubles me, and therefore 
I'd not you. ... 
bar. I am eafy.then— Propofe your quedion. 
eiv, 'Tis now ^. tedious twelve- month, iince with * 
)pen and kind heart you faid you 16v*d me. 
bar. So tedious> did you fay ? 
eixj. And when in confequence. of fuch fwect words^ 
efs'd for marriage, you gave a voluntary .p^omife 
you wou'd live for me.'. 

bar 4 You think me chang'dy then ! - [Angrily I 
eiv,. I did not fay fo, . A .»thoufand times J havo 
ii'd for ihe. performance of this- promife : but pri- 
cares, a brother*s anda fitter's ruin, wer&reafons 
lelaying it* . 

bar, I had no other reafons. — Where will thi« end i 
fov.. It Ihall end prefently. \ 

har% -Goon,- fir .». ,. . *• 

6nji)Y\h promife, fi^ch as this, given freely, not ' 
ned,^ the woifld thinks bioding ; bat 1 think - 
rwife. • 

'kar^ And WoU'd releafe. me from it ? 
^w.. You are too impatient, madam. . 
4wr.. Cool, .fir-.— Kjuite cool — Pray go on.*" 
^/Lu. Time and a near acquaintance. with my* feUltaf-^ 
■ have breugl>t change — if it be fo.;'.or -fOr ^ ipo- 
it|, 4f you have wilh'd this promife w^e/ utima4e:> , 
r. I .acquit yau |)f it— This is my queHiqn then!; - 
with fuch'plainnef>.as 1 aik it, I fhall ent^-^it^ aa < 
iter. . Have you repented of this promife I ;' * 
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Char. Stiy, fir. The man that can fofpeft me ]|bll 
£nd me chang'd— — Why am I dpabted ? 

Znv. My doubts are of myielF. I have vy hx\% 
and yoo have obfervation. * 4f from my cemper> ny 
words or adlions, you have conceived a tkoueht agaiit 
me, or even a wiih for feparation, aU that lus pafi'd 
is nothimi;. 

Char. Yoa ftartle me — But tell u» * I aiBft be an- 
fwer'd £rft. Is it from honoar yoa ipeak this ? Or do 
yoa wifli me chaog'd f 

L^v. Heaven knows I do not. Xiife a»d my Ckar- 
ii//r are fo connefled, that to lofe one, weve lois of 
both. Yet for a promife, iho* given in love> and 
meant- for binding; if time, or accident^ or reafon 
iiott'd change opiiSon— with me that promife has no 
force. 

Cifar. Why, now I'Jl anfwer yon. Your doubts 
arc prophecies— —I am really chang'd. 
■ ie*w. Indeed ? 

C6ar, I cott'd torment yoa now» as ybo have me : 
but it is not in my natar e That lam chang'd, I 

own : for what at firft was inclination, is now grown 
reafon in me ; and from that reafon, had I the world ! 
nay, were 1 poorer than the pooreft, arid you to want- 
ing bread, with but a hovel to invite me to — I wou'd 
be your's, and happy. 

LJnv. My kindeil Chm-Utte i {Tttking her hand] 
thanks are too poor for thi» and words too weafk I 
but if we love fo, why (hou'd our union be delayed? 

Char^ For happier times. The prefent are too 
wretched. 

Leiv. I may have reafons that prcfs it now. 

Chai\ What reafons ? 

LeiAj. The ilrongeft reafons ; unanfwerable ones. 

Char. Be quick and name 'em. 

Lew, No, madam ; I am bound in honour to mak^ 
conditions firft- ■ J am bound by inclination too. 
This fweet profufion of kind words jifains while it 
{)lea(es. I drefid the lofing you ! 

Char. Aftii^iihitieQt ! what tneah yott ! 



THE O A M6 STE R. 3? 

Lew. Firft promrfe, that to*morrow, or tkc next 
«by» yoa will be mine for ever. 

Char. I d o ■ ■ tho^ mifery (hou'd fuccced. 

LtTAf. Thus then I fcize you ! and with you every 
joy on this fide Heaven I 

Char. And thus I feal ray proimie. [Emhacing biml 
Now, fif , your fecret ? 

Lenu. Your fortune's loft. 

Char. My fortune loft ! I'll ftudy to be humble 
tlken. But wfts my promife claimed for this? How^ 
nobly generous I where learnt you this fad news ? 

Levi. From Bates, Stuhly's prime agent. I have 
obUg'd him, and hc*s grateful— He told it me in 
friendftiip, to warn me from my Charlotte, 

Char, 'Twas honeft in him, and Til efteem him 
for't; 

Lew, He know* much more than he Has told. 

Char, For me it is enough. And for your generous' 
love, I thank you from my foul* If you'd oblige me 
more, give me a little time. • 

Z#w. Why. time ? It robs us of our happinefs. 

Char, I have a taflc to learn firft. The little pride 
tfeis fortune gave me muft be fubdu'd. . Once we were 
equal ; . and might have met obliging and oWig'd, 
But.>now *tis otherwife ; and for a fife of obligation s»' 
I have not learnt to bear it. ? 

Lenv, Mine. is that Jife. • You are too noble. 

Char, Leave me to. think on't. 

Lew, To-morrow then you'll fix my happinefs ? 

Char, All that I can, 1 will. 

Lew, It muft. be fo; we live but for each other. 
K^p what you know a fecret ; and when we meet to-- 
morrow,, more may be known.— -Farewel. . [^Exit,* 

Char,. My poor, poor Mer ! how would this wound 
her ! but I'll conceal. it, and fpcak convfort to her. 

[Extt.\ 
S C E>N B changes to -a room in the Gaming-houfe, 

Enter Beverley <?»// Stukely.. 
j?#*f, Wbuhm^wott'J you lead mci - • [Angrifyi- 
B6 ^tu. 
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zjS^. : Where we may vent our caries. 

j?#v. Ay, on yoaneif, and chofe damn'd coonftlf- 
that have, deftroy'd me. A thoaiaod- fiends were m 
tliat iMfom, and all let loofe to tempt m e * ■ I had 
refitted el(e. 

^a^ Go oily fir— —I have deferv'd this firom yoo. 

Btv. And curies cvcriaftin g ' ■ ' ■ T ime- ia too* fcaaty 

u'Stft. .What have I dc?^ ? • 

\yBtv.' Wi)at the arch-devil ofold did-'— -4both'd with 
falfe hopes^. fop certaip ruin. 

« SfM. .Myfelf unhurt ; nay, pleas'd at your defirodion 
— «So year words mean. Why ; tell it to the world. 
1 am too poor to find a friend in't. 

Ben/* A. friend ! what's he? I had a friend. 

Stu, And have one flill. 

Bev. Ay ; . I'll tell you of this friend. He fonnd me 
h^ppifil of the happy. Fortane and honour crown'd 
me ; and love and pe^ce liv'd in my heart. One 
fjpark of folly lurl^'d ^ere ;. Chat too he foand ; and by 
deceitful breath bleiM ic to ilames that have con&m'd 
me. This friend were you to me. 
. Stu. A little more, perhaps — The friend who gave 
his all to fave you ; and not fucceeding, chofe ruin 
with you. But no- matter, I have undone you, and 
am a villain. 

J)e<v. ^0'; I think not — The villains are within. 

Sfu, What villains ? 

Iye*u, -Daw/on and the reft — We have been dupes to 
iharpers. 

Stu, How. know you this ? I have had doubts as well 
as you ; yet ftill as fortune chang'd I blufh'd at my 
own thoughts — But you have proofs, perhaps. 
t Jie*v, Ay, damn'd ones. "Repeated lofles— Night 
after night, and no reverfe— Chance has no hand, in 
this. 

Stu. I think more charitably ; yet I am peeviih in 
my nature; and apt to doubt - The world fpeaks 
fairly of this Da<w/cni fo docs it of the reft. We have 
watch'd *exn dofciy too- But 'tis alright uforp'd by 

loien 
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Ibfers, to think the winners Knaves^^We'M have more 
manhood in- us. 

Bev. I know not what to think. This night has 
' ftuflg me to thequick-*-BIai):ed my reputation too«-I 
have bound my honour to thcfe vipers ; play'd* meanly 
upon credit, 'till I tir'd 'em ; and now they ihun me 
to rifle one another. What's to be dohe ? 
' Stu. Nothing. My counfels have been fatal. 

Be<u, By Heaven I'll not- Airvive this (twaojOr^ 
'Traitor! 'tis you have brought it on me. [TaHfig 
hold of him, '\ Shew me the means to fave me, or I'fi 
commit a murder here, and next upon.myftflf. ^ 

' Stu. Why doit then, and rid me of ingratitude. 

Ben}. Prithee forgive this language— I fpeak I know 
not what— Rage and defpair are in my heart, and 
hurry me to madnefs. My home is horror to me— • 
I'll not return to't. Speak quickly ; tell m«, if in 
this wreck of fortune, one hope remains ? Name it> 
and be voy oracle. ' 

Stu. To vent your curTes on^-You have beftow'd 
*cm liberally. Take your own counfel : and fhou'd a 
defperate hope prefent itfelf, 'twill fuit your delperate 
fortune. I'll not advife you. 

Ben), What hope ? by Hcav'n I'll catch at it, how- 
ever defperate. 1 am fo funk in mifery, it cannot lay 
me lower. 

Stu. You have an uncle. 

Benf, Ay, what of him ? } 

, ^tu. Old men live long by temperance; while their 
heirs ftarve on expectation. 
. Beij, What mean you ? 

Stu, That the reverlion of his eflate is yoi^r's ; and _ 
will bring money to pay debts with— *— Nay more, it 
may retrieve what's paft. 

Btv, Or leave my child a beggar. 

Stu. And what's his father? A dishonourable one : 
cngag'd for fums he cannot pay— -—That fhdu'd^ be 
thought of. 

Benf. It is my ftiame— — The poiibn that enllamts 
me. Where ihaii we go ? To wjbom ? I am impai 
Mot 'till all's loft. Ztu. 
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int. AH awjr ht year's agaia— Your ann is Mmti 
—He has large fundj at his command, aad will ded 
jttftlr by yoo. 

Jirv. I am reiblv'd ^TeU ^rm wldwi fvcll Ml 

^m preibitly i and with faU.piufes» ino Cnmr, fill- 
low me» 

^/ir. No. 1% have no hand in this i nor do I ona* 
fel it— Ufe your difcretion« and aft fix)m chat* Yoall 
ind «c mt my lodging^. 

dbw. Succeed what willj this night m ian dw 
woril. 
*Tis lofs offtar, to be comi^leatly car&'d* 

[£»/ Bev. 

^/if. Why, loie it then for ever— Fear is the siind*i 
tvoril eril ; and 'tis a friendJy office to dxii-e it from 
the bofom**Thus far has fortune crown'd me— Yet 
Benmrlfy is rich ; rich in his wife's belt treafore, her 
honour and affe^ons. I wou'd fupplant him theie 
too. But 'tis the curfe of thinking minds to raile op 
dlfficttldes. fools only conquer women. Fearlefs of 
dangers which they feenot, they pre6 on boldly^ and 
by perfifting, pro(per. Yet may a tale of art do much 
m^-^^Cbarlottt is fometimes abfent. The feeds of 
jea!oufy are fown already. If I miflake not, they 
have taken root too. Now is the time to ripen 'em». 
and reap the harveli. The fofteft of her fex, if wrong'd 
in love, or thinking that ihe's wrong'd» becomes a 

tygrefs in revenge I'll inftantty to ^«rv£r//^'s— — 

)vio matter for the danger— When beauty leads us on, 
'tis indifcretion to refled, and cowardice to deubc. 

{Exit. 

SCENE cbangis to Eeverley'i Ud^in^s. 
Enter Mrs. Beverley amd Lucy. 

Mrs. JSrv. Did Cbarhtti tell you any thing ? 

Lucj, No, madam. 

Mrs. Brv. She lookM confus'd, methonght ; fiud 
ihe had bu&nefs with her Lew/tm ; which^ when I pccis'd 
toknowt tears only were her anfwerf 
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Lu. She ieemM in bafte^ to(H«Yet her return Uay 
bring you comfort. 

Mrs. Bigfu. No, my kimL girl ; I was not born for't 
—But why do I diflrefs thee? Thy fyjnpathizing heart 
bleeds for the Uls of oth^rs-^What pky that thy nftf- 
irefs can't reward thee ! but there's a power above« 
rilflt ieeS) aoEid will remember ail» '* ^#itliee footh mo 

* with the fong thou fungil laft night. It (hits thlfl^ 
^.^ange of fortune, and there's a melancholy in't 

* that pleafes me. 

^ Lk. I fear it iiurts yott, madam^Your goodnefs 
' too draws tears hom. me^^nx, Vii dry 'em^ anA 

* jftbey you, 

• S O N p. 

I. 

* When Damon tanguijh^d at mj/kei^ 

* And I helimf^tihim true^ 

* The mtrments of Might how Jhfi¥t f 

* Barah / how/wi/t ihejfi&^ti t 

* The funny hill, iheflo^^ry *v^e, 

* The garden and the grove t 

* Han^e echoed to his ardent tale, 

* And *vows of endlefs loa>e, 

« The conquejl gained, he left his'pHxe^ 

* He left her to complain ; 

« To talk of joy 'With ^weeping eyes^' *■ 

* And meafure time 4fy pain, . *' • ' 

* _But Heaven luill take the mourHer^s 'p£M% 

^ in pity fo defpair ; 

* Aud the laft figh that rends ththeattf$ 
« Shall waft the Jpiritthere* ~ 

-* Mrs. Be'u. I thank thee, Lucy-^l thank Heaven, 

* tpo> my griefs are none of thefe. . Yet ^S'/w^^/y deali 

* in hints— He talks of rumours— I'll urge ? him to 
■* fpeakpfl^ly?— [JSTwfWiiJf.] Hark I thibre's ibme one 
entering. 

ioi. l^ikSps iny mafter^ inAdain« ^Sxit. 

>Mr, 
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V Mrt.: B99.' Let lii» be«eU.too« and I am dtlsi^d. 
\poet /# tb9 i99r andliften$.'\ No ; 'tis another's voice; 
niihadbeenniitfictbnie. Who is ic, lirr^r / 

-iRg^BMUr Lucy noitb Stnkely. 
- Lu. Mr. SnJkt^p, madam* : v [£»/« 

. Stm, To meet yon thus alone, madam, was whit I 
l»Uh*d. ^UnAnfimible Vifits^- when fnendflup warnum 
Vm, need no excare.«--Therefi)Fe I make none. 
' Mrf. i?#v. What mean you, fir ? And Where's yoar 
friend ? 

• Sea^ Men miy-hxve fecrets, madam, which their beft 
friends. are.not admitted- to*. iWei parted in the mom^ 
ing, not ibon to meet again. ^' . 

Mrs. Bn/. Yon mean to leave us then ? to leave yonr 
country, too ? I am no ftranger to your reafons, and 
pity your misfortunes. 

Sfm. Your piijcy has undone youv Con'd Beverkf do • 
this ? That letter was a falie one ; a.n^ean contrivance 
to rob yon of ypnr jeweU— — I w|x>te it nou 

Mrs. Biv. imviS^tbU I. whei^cf Cfime ix then- ? 

Sht. Wrong'd M. I a(n> madam, I mn4 ^eak ■ 
plainly— 

Mrs. Bev, Do fq, ..and eafe me. Your hints, have 
troubled me. Reports, you fay, are ftirring Re- 
ports of whom ? You wifh*d me not to credit 'cm. - 
What, fir, are .thefe. reports ? 

Stu, I thought 'em dander, madam ^ and caution 'd 
vou in friendihip,i left fiom officious tongues the tale 
had reached you with double aggravation; 

Mrs. BfOAf -l^roccedy.iLr. 

Stu. It is a debt due to my fame, due to aa injur'd 
wife, too- |W e both are injurfd. 

Mrs. Bev, How i|ijur'd ? and who has.injurM us ? 

iStu. My friend, your hufband. 
« Mrs. /^rv. You ,wou'd refent for bpththefi/ But 
know, fir,' my inji^Mes are my own, add donoc nee^a 
champion. . , 

. Stu» Be not ^o hafty, madam.. I come not in re* 
fentment, but foracquaintance-*-You thought ^e poor s 
and to the feign'^ difireifes of a friend jgay^ vp you^ 
Jewels. Mrs» 
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], .Mrs. Bev, I gave 'cm, to a hufband. , 

'. ,Sta, Who gave them to a— J ' 

. Mrs. Be<u, What ? whom did he give 'era to"? ^ 

Stu, A miftrefs. 

Mrs. Be^, No ; on my life he did not. * 

• Stu. Himfelf confefs'd it, with curfes on her avarice. 

Mrs. Bt^. I'll not believe it He has no mifti'cfs 

> ' or if he has, why is it told to me ? 

Stu. To guard you agalnft infults. He told me; 
that to move you to a compliance, he forg'd that letter; 
pretending I was ruin'd ; ruin'd by him, too. The 
fraud ittccecded ; and what a trufling wife bedowM in 
j)ity, was lavilh'd on a wanton. * 

Mrs. Bjft^. Thfii I am loft, indeed ; and my afflic- 
tions are too'pov^qj^l.for me — His follies I have bortii 
without upbraiding!^ raiid faw the approach of poverty 

without a tear My afFe^ions, my ftrong affeftionj 

fiwp^rfed-me through fvery trial. , , ' ' 

^/«. Be patient,' madani. ' .• ..: ^ 

Mrs.Be*u. Patient ! the barbarous, ungrateful mairl 
JJLad does he think that the tendern^fs of my heart is - 
Jiis beft fecurity for wounding it ? But he (hall find . 
.that injuries fach as thefe^ can arm my weaknefs for 
vengeance and redrefs. 

Stu. Ha ! then I may fucceed ' ['4^/^f 

.Hedrefs is in your power. ' ' ' 

Mrs. Bev. What redrefs ? 
. Stu, Forgive me< madam, .if in my zeal to ferve you, 

I hazard your difpleafure Think of your wretched 

ftate. Already want furrounds you? Is it in patience 
to bear that ? to fee your helplef? little one robb'd Of 
his birthTright ? a Mer, too,, with unavailing tears, 
lamenting her loft fortune ? no comfort left you, but 
incffedual pity from the few, out-wcigh*d by infufts 
from the many ? 

Mrs. Be*v. Am I fo loft a creature ? Well, fit, my 
redrefs ? 

Stu. To be reiblv'd is to fecure it. The mar- 
riage vow, once violated, is in the fight of Hfeaven 
diffolvM— Start not, but hear me ! 'tis now the fum- 

mec 
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■tcr of your yoath ; time has not cropt the rofes fn»li 
yoor check, tho' forrow long has wa(h'd 'em-^Tken . 
ufe yonr beauty wifely ; and freed by injuries, fly from 
t^c crueleft of men« for ihelter with the kindeil. 

Mrs. Bev. And who is he f 

StM, A friend to the unfonunate ; a bold ox»e, too ; 
who, while the ftorm is burftitlg OH yonr brow, and 
lightning ilafhing from your eyes^ dares tell yon thlt 
Ike loves you. 

Mrs. Be^v. Wou'd that thefe eyes had Heaven's ovrti 
lightning ! that with a look, thas I might blaft thee I 
Am I then fallen fo low ? Has poverty fo humbled me, 
that : fhou'd liflen to a hellifh ofier, and fell my fod 
for bread ? O villain ! villain !— But nbw I know 
thee, and thank thee for the knowfi^ge.* ^' 

Stu. If you are wife« you/hafi feve canle to thadt 
me. 

Mrs. Bev. An injur'A WJIrahi, tbO, IteH't^k 
thee* 

Stu^ Yet know» proud woman, I have a heart as 
ftubborn as your own ; as haughty and imperious ; and 
as it loves, fo can it hate. 

Mrs. Be'u, Mean defpicable villain ! I fcom thtt 
and thy threats. Was it for this that Beverley was 
falfe ? that his too credulous wife fhou*d in defpair 
and vengeance give up her honour to a wretch ? But 
he fhali know it, and vengeance (hall be his. 

Stu. Why fend him for defiance then. Tell him 
1 love his wife ; but that a worthlefs hufband forbids 
«ftr unioiu 1*11 make a widow of you, and court yon 
honourably. 

Mrs. Be<u, O coward ! coward ! thy foul will flirink 
at hira. Yet in the thou;4hts of what may happen, I 
feel a woman's fears. Keep thy own fecret, and be- 
^ne. Who's there ? 

Enter Lucy, 
Your abfence, fir, will pieafe me. 

Stu, I'll not offend you, madam. 

{^Extt Stn. njoith Lucy. 

Mrs. Bc'v, Why opens not the earth to fwallow fuch 

a moiillci ? 
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M&bik^ f beconfcience then his punifher/'dll Heateiv 
ii» mercy gives him penitence^ oar- dooms him in its 
jttftice. n 

Re-enter Lucy. 
Come to my chamber, Lucy ; I have a tale to tel! thee^ 
fhall make thee weep for thy poor mi&vtfs. 

Tet Heaven the guikle/s fufferer regards, 
And fwhfm /V mifi ^jffUds, it m^ upwards. 

i[E«t[nU 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE Bfcver ley '/ Lodgingt. 

tmiW Jj^r/. Beverlqy, Charlpttip, and Le«rfbn» 

^Atfr.nr^HE fmooth-tongu'd hypocritc-i 

X -jnfw. Btft^we ha%e f^tA him, and Will 
r^tfttite hi^TH— &e chettfoU madam ; [TV Mn. Bev. j 
atViv for the infults of this ruffian yba ^alJ have ampl^ 
retribution. 

Mrs. Bev, Bttt iitA '4)y ^ ^tflence— Remember you 
have fwom it ; I had be^en fitent ^^tfe. 
i\^t«<^. Tbu need not doubt me; I &all be cciot as^ 
^Alienee. 
• Mrs. iS^v. See him to-morroW thert. 

£M;. And Why not now? ^y Heiaven the verieM. 
i^rtn that crawls is made of braver fpirit than this 
Stuhfy^-^Ytt for my promife, 1*11 deal gently with 
him*^ mean to watch his looks ■ ■ • Prom thole, and 
fifo*i his anfwers to my charge, mtich may be learnt. 
Next I'll tb S^es^ and fift him to the bottom. If I 
ikil there, the gang is n«merous> aaid for a bribe wiR 
«^ch betray the other— Good nighty i'H iofe no time. 

[Ex» Lcwibn.. 
Mrs. R^'t^, Thefe bmftereus fpirits ! how they wound 
me ! but reafoning is in vain. Come, Chartotte^ 
we'll to our ufual watchii The flight grows late; 

Cbar^ 
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. Chdr, I am fearful of events ; yet pleas*( 
narrow may relieve us. 

Enter Jarvls. 

CJbar, How now, good yarntis f 
r Jar. 1 have heard ill news, madam^ 

Mrb. Be^. What news ? fpeak quickly. 

Jar. Men are not what they fecm. I fear roc Mr. 
Stukely is grilioneil. 

Char. We know it, Jarmit. But what's yx>uf iiews? 
.* Jar, That there's an adtion againft my mafter, at 
his friends fuit. 

• Mrs. Ut'u. O villain I villain ! 'twas this he threaten'^ 
then. Rui to that den of robbers, JViI/bn*S'--YQm 
mafter may be tliece. Entreat him home, good Jarvit, 
Say I hive bulinefs with him — But tell him not of 
Stukiiiy — It may provoke him to revenge^— Halle I 
Jialle ! good Jar*vis. . [Exit Jarvis. 

CBar. This minifter of hell ! O I cou'd tear him 
piec^-me?! !-i— . 

Mrs ^<w. I am fick of fuch a world — Yet Heaven 

isjuit; and in its own good time, will hurl deftrac- 

tion on fuch monfter^- [Extunt* 

SCENE changes to Stukely'/ Loggings. 

Enter Stukely aW Bates meeting,, 

Bates ^ Where have you been ? 

6V«. Fooling my time away ■ . Playing my tricks, 
like a tame monkey, to entertain a woman No 

matter where 1 have been vcxt and difappointed. 

Tell me of Beverley — How bore he his lafl ihock ? 

Bat, Like one [fo Daiv/on i'ays] whofe fenfes had 
been numb'd with miiery. When all was loll, he fixt 
his eyes upon the ground and ftood Tome time, with 
folded arms, llupid and motionlefs. I'hen fnatching 
his fword that hung againll the wainfcot, he fat him 
down ; and with a look of Hxt attention, orew figures 

on the floor ^At lall he llarted up, look'd wild, and 

trembled; and like a woman, feized witli her fex's fits, 
laugh'd out aloud, while the tears trickled down his 
£ice— fo left the room. 

&tu. Why, this was madnefs.. 

Bat. 
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Stu. We muft confine him then. A prifon woo'd^ 
A> well [A knocking^ at the door] Hark ! that knock- 
ing may be his. Go that way down ; \^Exit Bates. 

Who's there? ^ 

Enter Lewfon. 

Lenv. An enemy— an Open and avow'd one. 
^ Stu. Why am I thus broke in upon ? This houie Is 
iDine, fir ; and fhou*d protc<a me from infult and ill- 
mannerSk 

. Zfw. Guilt has no place of fandluary; wherever 
found, *tis virtue's lawful game. The fox*s hold, and 
tyger'sden are no fecurity againft the hunter. 

Stu, Your bufinefs, fir? 
■ L^. To tell you that I know you— why this con-^ 
fufion ? That look of guilt and terror ?— Is i^^v^r/rir 
awske ? Or has his wife told tales ? The man that 
dares like you, fliou'd have a foul to juftify his deeds, 
and courage to confront accufers. Not with a coward's- 
ftar to Ihrink beneath reproof. 

Stu, Who waits there ? 

{^Aloud, and in confujton. 

Lew, By Heaven he dies that interrupts us. [SJifut" 
ting the door,] You (hou'd have weigh'd your flrength^- 
^ ; and then, inftead of climbing to high fortune, 
tke world had mark'd you for what you are, a little 
paltry villain. 

Stu. You think I fear you. ' 

Leiv, i know you fear me. This is to prove it. 
[Pulls him by thejleenn,] You wanted privacy ! A la« 
ay's pre fence took up your attention I Now we arc 
alone, fir* Why, what a wretch ! [flings him from 
him,] The vileft infedt itt creation will turn when 
trampled on ; yet has this thing undone a man, by cun^.*^ 
ning and mean arts undone hini. But we have found 
you, lirj, trac'd you thro' all your labyrinths. If you 
wou'd fave yourfelf, fall to confeHion. No mercy 
will be ihewn elfe. 

Stu. Firil prove me what you think mc— -'Till 

then 
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then your threatnings art in vain<— aad fqr this iniilt, 
vengeiince may yet.be mine. 

Le*w, Infamous cowar4 1 why take it now then— 
[4nvws^ ^m/Stukcly retires.'] ^las ! I pity thee — Yet 
that a wretch like this fhoa'd overcome a B^erUy ! it 
£lls me with alloniOiment I * A wretch, fo mean of 
ibul, that even defpcration cahoot animate bin to 
look upon an eQemy<*-You (hou'd not thus have foar*d 
fix, unlefs, like others of your black profeffion, yoa 
had a fword to keep the fools in awe* your vilify hai 
ru ned. 

Stu* Villainy ! 'Twere beft to curb this licence of 
your tongue ; for know, fir, while there are laws, 
this outrage on my reputation will not be borne with. 

-Lew, Laws ! darll thou feek fhelter from the lawif 
Tiiofe laws, which t;hou and thy infernal crew live ia 
the conftaat violation of? Talk'A thou of reputation^ 
too ? when under friend/hip's facred na^mej thou haft 
betrayed, robb'd, and deftroy'd ? 

Stu, Ay, rail at gaming ; 'tis a rich topic, and. 
afforls noble declamation—! — Go, preach againil.it 
in the city : You'll find a congregation in every tavern. 
If they (hould laugh at you, fly to my lord, and fer- 
monize it there. He'll thank you and reform. 

Le^-w, And will example fanftify a vice ? No, 
wretch ; the cuilomof my lord, or of the cit that apes 
him, cannot excufe a breach of law, or m:ike the 
Gameiler's calling reputable. 

Stu, Rail on, I fay — But is this zeal for beggar'd 
Be*verley? Is it for him that I am treated thus ? No? 
he and his wife might both have groan'd in prifon, 
had but the filler's fortune efcap'd the w/eck, to 
have rewarded the difinterelled love of honell Mr. 

Lrw. How I deleft thee for the thought ! but thou 
art loft to every human feeling. Yet let me tell thee, 
and may it wring thy he^rt ! that tho* my friend is 
ruin'd by thy fnares, thou haft unknowingly been kin<i 
to me. 

^tu. Have I ? It was indeed unknowingly. 
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Lew^ Tkou haft affiled me in love ; given mc the 
merit that l wanted ; lince bat for thee, my Charlotti 
had not known 'twas her dear (elf I iigh'd for, and 
not her fortune. 

Stu, Thank me, and take her then. 

Letjj. And as a br-other to poor Beverley^ I will pur- 
fue the robber that has ftript hin?« and fnatc;^ him 
from his gripe. 

Stu. Then know. Imprudent man, he is within my 
gripe ; and fliiou'd my mendfhip far him be flander'i 
pnce againj the hand tliat has fupply*d hinn, (hall faU 
ftnd crtilh him. 

Lenjo^ Why* now there's a fpirit in thee! this \% 
indeed to be a villain ! but I (hall reach thee yet-^FIy 
where thou wilt, my vengeance fhaM purfuc tfeee— * 
And Be^ufrt^ (hajl yet be lav'd^ be fty'd froni thee^ 
thou monitcr ; nor owe his refcue to his wife's diiho- 
nour. l^Exiu 

Stu. [paufing] Then ruio has ^nclos'd me. Curfe 
on my coward Xeart 1 I wou'd be bravely vill^inp«§^ 
but 'tis my nature to ihrink at danger, ancj he ha^ 
found me. Yet fear brings caution, and th^t fecurity 
—more mifchief jpuft be done to hide the pall— look 
ta yourfelf officious Z»^av/o7i— there may be dangejr 
ftirring — How, now. Bates P 

Enter Bates. 

Bat. What is the matter ? 'Twas Leiujin and nojt 

Bt'verley that left you— I he^rd hjm loud You feejw 

alarm'd too. 

Stu. Ay., 4n4 wIth*re.afoAr— we are difcover'd. 

Bat. I fear'd as much, and therefore ca^itien'd yoj^ 
■ but you were periemptpry.. 

Stu. Thus fools talk ;ever j fpendi^jg their idle 
breath on what is pa^, and trcmoUng at the future* 
We mull be active. Be^erUy, ^t woxft, ij but fufpx- 
cious ; but Lenjo/on's genius, and his hate to me, will 
l^y ail open. Dcjleans muft be fou^d to ftp|> him. 

Bat. What meains ? 

Stu. Difpatch him-— —nay, ftart not— defper^te 

occaiioftt 
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J»4tif: Votc&nilot'tlieftiiltr^ '■ ' ' * /\ *ll»y1 
Sim. I do, b]r Heaven. ' Mfvi^ 

fi/i0^ Good-mght, thtn. \^-,^^ ^ [G%. j 

■ *-^\Suy. ' I teiit be AcarJ, llieu aiifweiU Per- 
ilsijh ' ^iit 'ifldotioh - #U too f ud d e n ; an d h ci ma n w eak- 
nro ifautt at murder, tho' ftrong Recefnty compels it* 
iJbiure Uioil^t l6ii|; of this ; and my hr^ feelings were 
Ifkeypor't j[ a fooliA.t^jnfcietice awM me, which foon 
I €iDli4aei*d. ThcT^miki ihat wou*d undo me^ nature 
oiet-oot, undo. Brutes knOiV tbdrfoes by snflinft; md 
Where fuperior force ia'^iven, they u fe it for dellrufllon* 
SliaU maa, d6 lefsf Le^fin purlues tis to our ruin; 
an4 Siall We, 'with the . meani; to cruJli him^ Ay from 
barhdi^ef, br ttim atod tear him ? ^Ti^ folly even to 
heiSmef; '*■' ^ ** *; '•'■ 

' ' £^. He hs^ oblig'd me^ aad I dare not* "1 

' it«. Why, live .to ihame then^ to beggary and pn- 
liiihmeiit.' Yoa WOu*d be |irlvy to the deed^ yet v^^iM 
the ibol to a& it* Nay morej' bad my defies been 
Ieveli*d at his fortune, yoa had Itept in the ftjrcmoft 
■ ' Aad what is life withoat its comforts .^ Thofe yon 
VrouM r6b htm of; and by the lingring deaths add 
cruelty to murder. HcDcefenh adieu to half- mask 
villains— there's danger tn *em. What you have got 
5s your's ; keep it, and hide with it^-^lll deal my 
Ihture bount/ to tho(b that merit it» 

Bat. What's the reward f 

Stu. Equal divifion of our gains. I fwear it* aad 
Willbejuft. 

Bat. Think of the means then. 

Stu, He's gone to Btviriif^-^^ut for hitn ift tiie 
ftreet — 'Tis a dark highr, and fit for mifduef. A 
Sagger would be ufeful*. 
' Bat. He fleeps no more. 

Stu. Confider the reward! when the deed*s done, 
I have farther bufinefs with you. Sead Dm^^n to 
sne. 
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Bat, Think it already done and fo farcwel. 

[Exit, 

Sfk, Why, farewcl Ltivfcn then j and fArewel to 
my fears — tliis night fecures mc, X'il wait the event 
within. \Exit. 

SCENE, changes to the Street. Stage darkened. 
Enter Beverley. 

JBev. How like an out-call do 1 wander ? loaded witk 
every iiurfe, that drives the foul to defperaiion— 
The midnight robber, as he walks his rounds, fees by 
the glimmering lamp my frantic looks, and dreads to 

meet me. Whither am I going? My home lies 

there ; all that is dear on earth it holds too ; yet are 

the gates of death more welcome to me I'll enter 

it no more Who pafles there? 'Tis Le^wfon — He 

meets me in a gloomy hour ; and memory tells me he 
has been meddling with my fame. 

Enter Lewfon. 

Lenx). Beverley! Well met. I have been bufy in 
your affairs. 

Bev, So I have heard, fir ; and now mud thank 
you as I ought. 

.^Leiv, To-morrow I may deferve your thanks. Late* 
as it is, I go to Bates. Diicoverics are making that 
an arch villain trembles at. 

Lev. Difcoveries are. made, iir, that you fhall treni- 
ble at. Where is this boafled fpirit? this high de- 
meanour, that was to call me to account ? You fay I 

have wrong'd my filler Now fay as much. Eut 

firfl be ready for defence, as I am for refentment. 

[Draxvs^ 

Leiu, What mean you ? I underftand you not. 

Be'v, The coward's Hale acquittance. Who, when 
he fpreads foul calumny abroad, and dreads juft ven- 
geance on him, cries out. What mean you ? I under- 
iiand you not not ! 

Le^. Coward and calumny ! Whence are thofu 
words ? But I forgive and pity you. 

Q Bcv. 
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Bev, Yoor pity had been kinder to my fame. Bat 
you have tradac'd it; told a vile ilory to the public 
car, that I have wrong'd my filler. 

Leiv, 'Tis falfe« Shew me the man that daiesjc* 
ctife me. 

Biv, I thought you brave, and of a foul fuperior to 
low malice; but 1 have found you^ and will have ven* 
geance. 1 his is no place for argument. 

Zrw. Nor fhall it be for violence. Imprudent man! 
■who in revenge for fancy'd injuries, wou'd pierce the 
iieart that loves him. But honefl friendihip adls from 
itfelf, unmov'd by flander, or ingratitude. * The 
* life you thirft for, fhall be cmploy'd to ferve you. 

* Beij. 'Tis thus you wou'd compound then— Firft 
' do a wrong beyond forgivenefs, and to redrefs it, 
' load me with JLindneiTes unfolicited. I'll not receive 
■* it. Your zeal is tioublefomc. 

^ Lenu, No matter. It fhall be i»feful. 

* Be*v. It will not be accepted. 

* Le^. It muil.* You know me not. 

Be<u* Yes; for theilanderer of my fame. Who un- 
der Ihew of friendfhip, arraigns me of injuftice. Buz- 
ing in every car foul breach of XxxxSl, and family dif- 
Jionour. 

Ze^w, Have I done this ? Who told you 4b ? 

Bei;. The world — *Tis talk'd of tvcry where. It 
j)leas'd you to add threats, too. You were to call me 
to account" Why, do itjiow then : 1 ihall be proud 

^f fuch an arbiter. 

Le<w. Put up your fword, and know me better. 1 
jiever injur'd you. The bafe Xuggeflion comes from 
Stukely ; I fee him and his aims 

Be^. What.aims; I'll conceal it ; 'twas Stukely that 
accus'd you. 

Leiv, To rid him of an enemy— Perhaps of two 
He fears difcovery, and frames a talc of falfehood^ 
to ground revenge and murder on* 

Be<v. I jnuft have proof of this. 

jLe*w. Wait till to-moriow then* 

£ev. I will. 
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ijenv. Good night-^-^I go to ferve you— Forget 
>hat's pail as I do ; and chear your family with frailcs. 
To-morrow may confirm 'em> and make all happy. 

[Exit. 
Bev. {Paujhig.*] How vile, and how abfurd is man! 
His boatted honour is but another name for pride: 
which eafier bears the confcioufnefs of guilt, than the 
'world's juft reproofs. But 'tis the fafhion of the times ^ 
and in defence of falfehood and i2^h honour, men die 
martyrs. I knew not that my nature was fo bad. 

\Stands mufingm 
Enter Bates and Jarvis. 
Jar. This way the noife was-— and yonder 's my poor 
-snailer. 

But. I heard him at high words with Lt-u^on. The 
caufe I know not. 

Jar. I heard him too. Misfortunes vex him. 
iat. Go to him, and lead him home — But he come$ 
this way-— I'll not be feen by him. 

[Exit Bates, 
Be<v. [IStartingJ] What fellow's that? [Seeing )2ir,^ 
Art 'thou a murclerer, friend ? Come, lead the way ; 
*I have a hand as mifchievous as thine ; a heart as de. 
fperate tocn^ Jarvis f-^To bed, old man, the cold 
■will chill thee. 

Jar. Why are you wandering at this late hour ?— . 
Your fwordirawn too!**-For Heav'ft's fake iheath it, 
^r-»^the fight diftradls me. 

Bev. Whofe voice was that? [WiUJy, 

Jar, 'Twas mine, fir. Let me intreat you to give 
'the fword to me. 

Be'O. Ah, take it^— quickly take it— Perhaps I am 
not fo curs'd, but Heav'n may have fcnt thee at this 
^moment to fnatch me from perdition. 
Jar. Then I am blefs'd. 

Bnv. Continue fo, and leave me, my forrows are 
contagious. No one is bled that's near me. 
Jar. I came to feek you, (it. 
£ev. And now thou haft found me, leave me— My 
thoughts are wild and will not be. difturb'd, 

C z Jdr. 
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y./r. Such thoughts are beft difturb'd. 

Bev, I tell thee that ihcy will not Who fent thee 

hither? 

Jar, My weeping miflrefs. 

Ee'v, Am I fo meek a hufband then ? that a com- 
manding wife prefcribes my hours, and fends to chide 
ine ior my abfence? Tell her, I'll not return. 

yar. Th jfe words wou*d kill her. 

Bcj, Kill her! Wou'd they not be kind then? But 
/lie fhdl live to curfe me — I have deferv'd it of her. 
Docs fiie not hate me, Jar*vis? 

Jar, Alas, fir ! forget your griefs, and let me lead 
you to her. The llreets are dangerous. 

Bev, Be wife, and leave me then. The nigbt'i 
b!a^k hcrrors are fuitcd to my thoughts — Thcfe ilones 
/hail be my refling-place. \Lic5 do^'n\ Here ihall my 
foul br od o'er its miferies ; 'till with the fiends cf 
hell, and guilt) of the earth, I flart and tremble at the 
morning'i light. 

Jiir, Por pity's fake, fir! — Upon my knees I beg 
you to quit this place, and thcfe fad thoughts. Let 

potion :c, not defpair pcflcfs you Rife, I befeech 

you There's not a moment of your abfence, that 

my poD. rn'rircfs doc3 not groan for. 

B.^u. ricvc I undone her, and is fhe ftill fo kind? 

fiV^/z/Ar up.^ It is too much My brain can't held 

i* — O Ja.'vi:! how dcf; crate is that wretch's flate, 
v/L'ich only cica:h or n; ad nefs can relieve! 

Jar. Appcafe his iT.ind, gcod Heaven! and give 
h::n rcfignaticn ! AlaF, fir, cou'd beings in the other 
wcrid perceive the events of this, how vvou'd your pa- 
rents blcfTed fpirit5 grieve f ;r you, even in Heaven — 
Tet me conjure you by their honour'd memories, by 
the fwcet innocence of your y(!t hclplefs child, and 
by the ceafelcfs foirows of my poor miflrefi, to rouze 
your manhood, and ftrugg'e wiih thefe griefi. 

J5ti;. Thou virtuous, good old man! thy tears and 

thy intrcaties have reach 'd my heart, thro' all its mife- 

riei. ' O! had I lillen'd to thy honed warnings, no 

* earthly blciling had been wan:ing to me! — I was fo 

2 * happy 
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' happy, that even a wlili for more than J poflcfsM, 

• was arrogant "prcfuinpiion. Eut I have v^arr'd agalnd 

• the power that hlelVd mc, and now am fentenc'd to 

• the heil I merit.' 

Jar. Be but refign'd, fir, and happincfs may yet be 
yours. 

* Be-v, Prytheebe honeft, and do not flatter mifery. 

* Jur, 1 do not, fir.* tlark! I hear voices—^ — 

Come this way ; we may reach home unnoticed. 

Bt^j, * Well, lead me then' — Un-notic*d did'll thoa 
fay? Alas! I dread no looks but of thole wretches £ 
have made at home. \^E,xeu:it» 

SCENE chatigcs io Stukely's. 

Enter Stukely and Dawfon. 

Stu, Come hither; Daiv/on, My limbs are on the 
rack, and my foul fhivers in me, 'till this night's bu- 
finefs be complete. Tell me thy thoughts : Is Bates 
dctermin'd, or does he Waver ? 

Da-w, At firft he feemed irrefolute; wifti'd the em- 
ployment had been mine; and mutter'd curfes on his 
coward hand, that trembled at the deed. 

Stu, And did he leave you fo ? 

DaiAj. No. We walked together ; and fhelter'd by 
the darknefs, {^lw Bei'erley and' Lezu/on in warm de- 
bate. But foon they coord; and then I left 'em to 
haHen hither; but not *till 'twas refolv'd Le^wfon 
fhou'd die. 

«S/a. Thy words have given me life — That quarrel 
too, was fortunate ; for if my hopes deceive me not, 
it promifes a grave to Beverley, 

Da-w. You mifconceive me. Ls^fon and he were 
friends. 

Stu, But my prolific brain (hall make 'em enemies. 
li Le-wfon falls, he falls by Be-vcrley. An upright 
jury Ihall decree it. Afk me no queftion, but do as 
Idired. This writ [Takes out a pocket-book'] for fome 
days paft, I have tr^afured here, 'till a convenient 
C 3 time 
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time caird for its nic. That time is come. Take it^ 
and give it to an officer. It muft be ferv'd this \vf 
ibint. [Givts a fafer, 

Dww, On Beverley? 

Siu, Look at it. 'Tis for the iums that I have lent 
him. 

Daw. Mufl he to prifbn then? 

Stu. I aik'd obedience ; not replies* This night a 

i'ail muft be his lodging. 'Tis probable he's not gone 
i.ome yet. Wait at his door, and fee it executed. 

jP^ov. Upon a beggar ? He has no means of pay- 
ment. 

Stu, Dull and infenfible ! If X^'u^a dies» who was 
it kiird him I Why, he that was feen quarrelling with 
him ; and I tlut knew of Be*iierley*s intents, arretted 
him in frlendihi p ■■ ■ A little late, perhaps; hot 
'twas a . virtuous a£l, and men will thank me for it» 
Now, fir, you underftandme? 

Da<w, Moft perfcdly^— And will about it, 

S/u. HaHe then ; and when ^tis done, come back 
and tell me. 

Daw. 'Till then farewel. [£x/>. 

Stu. Now tell thy tale, fond wife! And Lew/on, if 
again thou can'it infult me> • 1*11 kneel and own thee 
fcr my mailer.'. 



Not avarice fto-iv. But vengeitnct fires my hreafi^ 
j^ftjd •nejhort hour mujl make me curfi or bltji. 



[Exit. 



ACT V. Scene continues. 
Enter Stukely, Bates, and Daw(bn. 

Sates. XyO OK Leiv/on! But I told you enough 

X laft night The thought of him is horri- 
ble to me. 

Stu. In the ftreet, did you fay I And no one near 
him? 

Mat. 
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Mat. By his own door ; he was leading; mfe to his^' 
houfe. I pretended bufinefs with him, and ftahb'd 
him to the heart, while he was reaching at the bell. 

Stu, And did he fall fo fuddenly ? 

Bat, The repetition pleafes you, I fee. Ttbld you,- 
he fell without a groan. 

Stu, What heard you of him this morning? 

Bat. That the watch found him in their rounds, 
and alarm'd the fervants. I mingled with the croud 
juft now, and faw him dead in his ownhoofe.-— *— * 
The fight terrify'd me. 

Stu, Awav with terrors, 'till Ris ghoft rife and 
accufe us — We have no living enemy to fear — unJefs 
'tis Be'verley ; and him we have lodg*d fafe in prifon. 

Bat, Mufl he be murder'd too ? 

Stu. No ; I have a fcheme to make the law his mur- 
derer— -At what hour did £^iv/o» fall ? 

Bat, The clock flruck twelve as I- turn'd ;o leave 
him. 'Twas a m^ancholy bell, I thought tolling for 
his death. 

Stu, The time was lucky for us Beverley was ar» 

refced at one, you fay ? [To Dawfon. 

Da-ufj, Exactly. 

Stu, Good* Wis'll talk of this prcfently The 

women were with him, I think? 

Da^, And old Jar*vis. I wou*d have told you of 
'em Lift night, but your thoughts were too bufy. 'Tis 
well you have a heart of Hone, che tale wou*d melt ic 
clfe. 

Stu, Out with it then. 

Daiv, I trac'd him to his lodgings ; and pretending 
pity for his misfortunes, kept the door open, while the 
ofRcers feiz'd him. 'Twas a damn'd deed — but no 
Blotter— I foUow'd my inftruftions. 

Stu, And what faid he ? 

Da-w. He upbraided me with treachery ; call'd you 
a villain ; acknowledged the furas you had lent him,- 
and fubmitted to his fortune. 

Stu, And the women——- 

DaiAf, For a few minutes aftonifliment kept 'em 
C 4 fiient 
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lUcat— — They look*d wtMljr at one another, wkik 
the ccat i ftrram'U down their cheeks. But rage and 
fury foon j*ave Vm wordt i And then, in the VC7 bit* 
trrncf t of aefpair, ihey car»'d ae and the monftcr llut 
h.id fmpU>)*Jirf. 

Sfu, And you borr it with philofephy f 
Dunv, 'Till the feme ch«ngM» and (hen I melted. 
I orJcrM the r Acer* to take away their prifoncr. Tbe 
Wi.nirn flirickM. end wo u*d have followed himi but 
wc tcib.ii!e Vin. *Twaa then they fell upon their 
kr.oc » the uifc f.iinting, the fitter raving, and both 
with all the elccjucncc of miienr endeavouring to foftea 
05. 1 never felt compaffion ^ill that moment 1 and 
had the ofTicers been niov*d like me, we had left thf 
lur.:ii'U undone, and fled with curfes on ourfelvM* 
Ih.i thrir he.irts were fteePd b^ cuftom. The tears 
of L :uut\ and the pangs of affcAioo ^ere beneath thdr 
jiitv. 'thty tore him from their arm« and lodged him 
in rrifon, with on^y Jartis to comf^-^. himt 

Stu, I'lirre let lum lie, *till we have farther bnflneA 
wlih h'nj.——* And for you, fir, let me hear no mora 

• o! yr.r •c<:mpA(-.(N) A f llovv iiiir.M in villnfnv^ 

• ni.il Mij.iuyM r.(»]M diiUiliocjd in tlic bufincfi of hcfl, 
' fli ••.\. havi- III) dcaliii^i \vitlu<)inpi;fli<)n. 

• y;./:i'. ^:.v)ouro, nr: — Yi.a IhouM have nam'd 

' ll*.- ».tvil fh .t l(::in'rd ni(— — 

• ^f!i. 'ri> hi:lf. J found you avill.iin, and chere- 

' f'T • • ri|l..;, \J yor. but no more of this—--— we 

' h ivo cMihnrkM i' o Uv in mifcliicf to recede. LriV' 

• J.Tft i^ dead, iind \\v j.ic all princip.tls in hi» murder. 
« 'Jliiiik cf thill — There's time enouj;h for pitv whrn 
' ouifdvrN ;:u' out »)f d.i;i/'»rr — — /VvrrA^ nifllivcff 

' tho* in ;i j.iil ! li:. ri.in will lit heavy on him ; and 

' dif ov cries may be made to undoc Uft all. Something 
' iiiUil be dor:c, jii.d fpcedil/— — You favv him quar- 

• rclling with Li-iv/ou in ihcflreci lall night. 

[To Bates. 
« Lilt, I did ; hi' flcward, Jarvis, faw him too. 
« Siu, And fliall a* left it. Heir's matter to work 

• n};on — An uawilling tvidcocc c.irrici weight with 

• him. 
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•him. Something ofmydefign I have hinted t'you 

• before Beverley mult be the author of this mur- 

• der ; and we the parties to convift him.' But 

liow to proceed will require time and thought ■ 

Come along with me; the room within is fitted for 

privacy — But no compalTion, fir [To Dawfon] We 

want Icilure for't This way. [^Exeuni. 

SCENE changes to BeverleyV lodgings^ 

Enter Mrs, Beverley «W Charlotte. 

Mrs. Bev» No news 0^ Le^/on yet? 

C/jar, None. He went out early, and knows not 
what has happen'd. [Clock firikes eighty 

Mrs. Beu. The clock Urikes eight — — Fll wait no 
longer. 

C/jar. Stay, but 'till Jar^ois comes. He has fent 
twice to llo[) us 'till we lee him. 

Mrs. Be-iK I have no life in this feparation— -*-0 ! 
what a nir u was lail ni2:ht ! 1 wou'd not pafs another 

fuch to purchafe worlds by it My poor B&verley 

too! What nuift he have felt! the very thought dif- 

tra6ls mc To have him torn at midnight from me! 

A loathfome prifon his habitation! -i cold damp 
room his lodging! the bleak winds perhaps blowing 
upon his pillow ! no fond wife to lull him to his reft! 
and no reileviKons but to wound and tear him ! — 
'Tis too horrible-^— I w.intedlovc for him, or they had 
not forcM him from me. They (liou'd have parted 
foul and body firfc — [ was too tame. 

Char, You muft not talk fo. Ail that we cou'd we 
did ; and Jarvis did the reft — The faithful creature 
will give him comfort. Why do>fs he delay coming ! 

Mrs. Be<v, And there's another frar. His poor 
Biafter may be claiming the laft kind oarice from him — 
His heart perhaps is breaking. 

Char. See where he comeb His locks arc chearful 

too. 

Enter ]?xvh. 

Mrs. Bev. Are tears then chearful ? alas, he weeps ! 
C 5 Speak 
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Speak to him, Cbarlotu I have no tongue to aik 
hi« quedions. 

Char. How docj your mafler» Jawis? 

Jar. t am old and foolifh, madam ; and tears will 

come before my words But do&'t you weep ; [To 

Mt's^ Be v.] I have a talc of joy for you. 

Mrs. Beu, What tale?-- — Say but he's well, and* 
I have joy enough. 

Jar. His mind tpo ihall be well al! (hall be well 

I have news for him that fhall make his poor heart 

bound again Fie upon old age How childilh 

it makes me ! I have a tale of joy w you, and my tears 
drown it. 

Char. Shed 'em in ^wers then, a/id make hafle 
to tell it. 

Mrs. Beii. What is it, Jar*vh? 

Jar. Yet why Ihou'd 1 rejoice when a good man 
dies ? Your uncle, madam, dy'd yefterday. 

Mrs. Ai/. My uncle 1 O Heavens ! 

Cbar. How heard you of his death ? 

Jar. His fteward came exprefs, madam — I met him 
in the ftreet, enquiring (dt your lodgings— I Ihould 
not rejoice perhaps — but he was old, and my poor 

mafler a prifoner Now he fhall live again — O 'tis 

a brave fortune ! and 'twas death to me to fee him a 
prifoner. 

Cbar. Where left you the fteward ? 

Jar. I wou'd not bring him hither, to be a witnefs 
of your didrefl'es ; and bcfides, I wanted once before 
I die, to be the mefTenger of joy t'you. My good 
mailer will be a man again. 

Mrs. Be*v. Hafte, haile then ; and let us fly to him ! 
—-We are delaying our own happinefs. 

Jar. I had forgot a coach, madam, and Lucy has 
order *d one. 

Mrs. Bsnj. Where was the need of that ? the news 
has given me wings. 

Char. 1 have no joy, 'till my poor brother fhares 
it with me. How did he pafs the night, Jarvis ? 

Jar. Why now, madum, 1 can tell you. Like a 

man 
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iffan dreaming of death and horrors. When they led 
him to his cell— for 'twas a poor apartment for my 
mailer — Ire flung himfelf upon a wretched bed, and 
lay fpeechlefs 'till day-break. A figh now and then, 
and a few tears that followed thofe fighs, were all that 
told me he was alive. I fpoke to him, but he wou'd ■ 
not hear me ; and when I perfifted, he rais'd his hand 
at me, and knit his brow fo— I thought he wou'd 
have flruck me. 

. Mrs. Be^u. O miferable ! But what faid he, J^rvis? 
or was he filent all night? 

Jar* At day-break he llaxted from the bed, and look- 
ing wildly at me, aflc'd who I was. I told him, and 
l^d him be of comfort — Begone, old wretch, fays he' 
——I have fworn never to know comfort— My wife ! 
my child ! my filler I I have undone 'cm all,' and will 
know no comfort— Then falling upon his knees, he 
imprecated curfes upon himfelf. 

Mrs, Be<u. This is too horrible!— But yoit did not' 
leave him fo ? 

Char, No, I am fure he did not. 

y<?r.' I had not the heart, madam. By. degrees I" 
brought him to himfelf. A -fhowcr of tears came to 
his relief; and then hecall'd me thC' kindeft: friend, ^• 
and begg'd forgivenefs. of me like a child — I was a 
child too, when he begg'd forgivenefs of me. My 
hfcart ihrobb'd fo, I cou'd nat fpeak to him. - He 
turned from me for 'a minute or twoi and fupprefling 
a f^w bitter fighs, enquir'd after his wretched family-— 

* 'Wretched was his word, jnadam— -A&'d how you*' 
*■ bore the miferyoflafl night-*— If you had goodn^s 

* ^enough to fee him in prifon. - And then begg'd me 

* to haften to you.- I told him he mull be more hi m- 

* *felf fiifl He promifed me he wou'd ; and bating 

* a few fudden intervals, he became compos'd and » 

* •eafy— And then J left him } but not without an at- 

* tendant — —a fervant in the prffon, whom I hir'd 

* to wait upon him ■ 'Tis an» hour fince we parted— - 

* i wasipre vented ii>'my hade to be the meffenger of ■■ 

* jpjrt'ypur' 
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Mrs. i?#i;. What a tale is this:— But we have ft 
too long — * A coich is needlefs. 

* Char. Haik ! I hearoae at the door.' 

Jar, * And Lucy comes to tell us.' We'll aw 

this mcment. 

Mrs. Bev. To comfort him or die with him . \Exeun 

« SCENE changes to Stukely'j Lodgings, 
' Enter Stukely, Bates and Dawfon. 

* Sttt, Here's prefumptive evidence at lead oi 

* if we want more, why we mull fwear rcore. But 

* all unwillingly We gain credit by reludluncc — I 

* ha\e tcld you how to proceed. Be'vcrlcy muft die — 
' We liunt him in view now, and mull net fl.icken in 
' the cince. 'Tis either death for him, or ihame and 
' punilliiaent for us. Think of that, and remember 

* yrur i/Jmifiions You, B:.tes, muft to the prifon 

' in;mj'.iirj. ly. i wou'd be there but a few minutes 

* before \ou. And you, Daivfony mud follow in a 

* few minutes after. So here we divide Butan- 

* Iwer me: you arc rcfolved upon this bufinefs like 

* men? 

* Bates. Like villains rather But you may de- 

' prr.d uj: r.'-i v\ 

* Siu. i.\k". wl.nt we arc then — — You make no an- 

fwcr, Da-ii'j'^n Ccn^pruiicn, I luppofc, has l"eiz*d 

you. 

' Da^-.v. No; I have dif.ltim'd it My anfwer is 

*' Bates'': Yon may depcr.d upon r.ie. 

' Stu. Cc.nfivicr ibe rev .rd ! ruhes and fecurity ! I 

* have i\vo:n to uiviclc v, i:h yen to the lad ihilling — 
*' So hcic we ic^ araie 'till \\c meet in priibn— — Ke- 

■^ member your indrudions and be men. [Exeunt,* 

SCENE char?^es to a Frifcn, 

Beverley is dj^u^cr'J f...:.w. ^f.cr n Jhort paufe^ he 
j}aitsi<py anJ cQines for^-ard, 

Be-v. Why, tlicrc's an end tlicn. Ihave judg'd de- 
liberately, and the refult is death, How the fciJ-mur- 

darcx's 
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er's account may ftand, I know not. But this I 

osv The load of hateful life opprefic3 me too 

ich The horrors of my foul are more than I can 

ar— ~[£^r/ to kneal^ Father of mercy ! 1 can- 
't pray— Defpair has laid his iron hand upon me, 
id feal'd me for perdition — Confcience ! confcience ! 
iy clamours arc too loud— Here*s that fnall filcnce 
lee. [Tukes a 'vtal out of bis pKLt, aidkohs at //.] 
"hoa ar: mofl friendly to the mifer.ble. Come then, 

hou cardial for iick minds Corn^ to my heart. 

Drinks'] O, thai t'le grave would bury memory as well 
is body ! for \i the foul f^es and feels the fufferings 
of thnfe dear ones it leaves behind, the everlafting has 

no vengeance to torment it deeper III think no 

more on't Refle^Stion comes tr,o late Once 

thcie was a time for'i but now 'ti3 pail.— Who's 

jthere ? 

Enter Jarvis. 
Jar, One that hop'd to fee you with better looks 
—Why d'you turn fo from me ? J have brought 
comfort with me. And fee who comci to give i^ wel- 
come. 

BeiK My wife and fider ! why, 'tis but one pang 

more then, and farcwel world. lJ/i(/c\ 

Enter Mrs, Beverly and Chariot re. 

Mra. Lev, Where is he ? [^Runs and embraces Lim^ 

O I have him ! I have him ! and now they fha'l never 

part us more — I have news, Ir.'^j to mako you happy 

£uT ever * But don't look, coldly on mc. 

. • Char. How is it, brother ? 

' Mrs. Be'u,^ Alas ! he hears us not — Speak to me, 
love. 1 have no heart ;o fee you thus. 

Be^v. * Nor I to bear the fenfe of fo much fhame'— . 
This is a fad place. 

Mrs. Bev, We came to take you from it. To tell 
you the world goes well again. That Providence has 
ieen our furrows, and fent the means to help *cm — 
Your uncle dy'd yefterday. 

Bev. My uncle! — No, do not fay fo — O ! I am fick 
at heart ! 

Mrs 
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Mrs. Biv* Indeed !■ I jneant to Mogyoncotf' 

fcrt. 

' jB^« Tell me he lives then I f yon would briog; 

Jne comfort, tell me he live). 

Mrs* Siv, And if I di d - ■ I have noppwerto raift- 
the dea d 'He died yeflerday.- 

Brv. And I am heir to him ? 

yar. . To his whole eftate, fi^-Bot bear it padeatly 
" pray bear it patiently. . 

Brv. WcU, well— [i?iwj%5 Why fame fiiys 1 am 
xich then ? 

Mrs. Bttf. And troly fo W hy do you loot 

ft wildly ? 

Bev. Do I? The- news was anexpe£t^d. But has he: 
Mftmeall? 

Jar. All, all,, fi r He could. not leave it 

from you- 

Be'v. I am forry for it. . 

• Char. Sorry ! .why forry ? 

• Bev. Your uncle's dead y.Char/o//p^ 

• Char. Peace be with his foal then— -Isi it fd terii- 
* •rible that an.oJd man fhould die ? 

• Bev. He fhou'd have been immortal.' 

Mrs. Bev. ' Heaven knows I wifh'^d not for his death. . 
' 'Twas the will of Providence that he ihou'd die'— ^ 
Why arc you difturb'd-fo ? 

£e^. Has death no terrors in ii ? 

Mrs. Bev. .'Not an* old man's death. . Yet if it trou* 
bles you, I wifli him living. . 

Bev. And I, with all my heart. , 

• Char^ Why, .what's the matter ? 

« Bev, Nothing — How heard you t)f his death ? ' 
' < Mrs. jP^v. His lleward. came exprefs. . Wou'd I' 
« had never known it ! 

• , * Be*u. Or had heard it one dky fooner.*. For I 

have a tale to tell, fhall turn you into ftone-; or if the • 
power of fpeech remain, you (hall knee^ down and i 
curfe me. 

Mrs. Bev. Alas!, what tale is this? And why axe • 
we to caxi&^o»-*ril blefs you for ever. 

Biv. 
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Be^, No; I havedeferv'd no bleflings. The world. 
%olds not fuch another wreich. All this large fortune^, 
t-his fecond bounty of Heaven, that might have heaPd:- 
Qur forrows, and fatisfy'dvour utmoft hoLpes, inacurs'd: 
hour I fold ladtiight. 

Char. Sold! how fold ! 

Mrs. Ee'Ui Impoflible !-^It cannot be !' 

Bev. That devU Siukely,. with all hell to aid bim, , 
tempted me to the deed. To pay falfe debts of ho- 
nour, and to redeem paft.errors, Ifold the reverfion— 
Sold it for a fcanty fum, and loft it among villains. 

Char, Why, farewel all then 

Befv, Liberty and life ' Come kneel and curfe 

me. 

Mrs. B'€'Vi Then hear mo^, , Heaven ! [Kneel/] Look, 
down with mercy on his forrows ! gjve Ibftnefs to his 
looks, and quiet to his heart ! take from his memory, 
the fenfe of what is paft,. and cure him of defpair ! On> 
me ! on me ! if mifery muft be the lot of either, mul- 
tiply misfortunes ! I'll bear 'em patiently, fo he is- 
happy ! thefe hands fhall toil for. his fupport! thefe 
eyes be lifted, up for hourly bleilings on him! and 
every duty of a fond and faithful wife be doubly done • 
to cheaj and comfort him ! So hear.me ! fo re- 

ward me ! . [Ri/es, . 

Be*v, I would kneer too,-but that offended Heaven 
wou'd turn my/prayers into curfes. * What have I: 
•' to afk for! is* it for length of days that Ifhouldi 

* kneel ? no ; my time is limited. Or is it for this . 

* world's bleffings upon you and yours ? to pour out my 

* heart in wifhes for a ruin'd wife^ a child and fifter h 
'* O ! no !' for I have done, a deed to make life horri- 

* ble t' you 

* Mrs. j^^^w. Why horrible? is poverty fo horrible ? 
» — The real wants of life are few. A little induftry 
» will fupply 'em all — And chearfulnefs will follow-—' 
« It is the privilege of honeft induilry, and we'll enjoy. 

* it fully. 

« Beru. Never, never — O, Thave told, you bttt ia 
•part.' The irrevocable deed is done. 

Mrs, 
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Mrs. Siv. What deed ?•— « And why do yoalook ft 

* at me? 

• Be^. A deed that dooms ray foul to vengeance— 

* That feals > oor mifery here, and mine hereafter. 

* Mrs. Bev, No, no; you have a heart too good 
' for'i — Alas I he raves, Cbarloite — His looks too ter- 

* rify mc — Speak comfort to him— He can have done 

* no deed of wlckedncfs. 

« Cbar. And yet I fear the worft — ^What is it, 
« brother ?' 

* Be'v, A deed of horror. 

Jar. Aik him no quelHons. madam-— This laft mis- 
fortune has hurt his brain. A little time will give him 
patience. 

Enter Stukely. 

Be^. Why is this villain here ? 

Stu. To give you liber ty^ and' fafety. There, ma- 
dam's, his difcharge. [Gi'vrAg a paper to Mrs, Beverley] 
Let him fly this moment. The arreft latl night was 
meant in friendfhip ; but came too late. 

Char, ,What mean ydu, (ir ? 

Stu, The arrell was too late, I fay ; I wou'd have 
kept his hands from blood, but was too lateJ 

Mrs. Be'v. His hands from blood 1 — Whofe blood ? 
—O. wretch ! wretch ! 

Stu. i'Vom Lc'wfcuz blood. 

Cljtir. No, villain! yet what of Lew/on? fpeak 
quickly. 

Stu, You are ignorant then ! I thought I heard the 
murderer at confefiion. 

Char, What murderer .?— And who is murder'd ? 
not Leiv/cnf — fay he lives, and 1*11 kaeel and worihip 
you. 

Stu. In pity, fo I wouM ; but that the tongues of 
all cry murder. I came in pity, not in mabce ; to 
lave the brother, not kill the filter Your Lenufon^^ dead. 

Char, O horiible ! — * Why who has killed him? 

* and yet it caiinoc be. What crime had he committed 

* that he (hould die? villain! he lives ! he lives! 

* and ftiall revenge ihefe pangs. 

« Mrs. 
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. * Mrs. Bev. Patience, fweet Charlotte, 

* Char.' Oy 'tis too much for patience I 

* Mrs. Bev.,\iKi conies in pity, he fays ! O! exe- 
* crable villain I the friend is kiird then, and this the 
' murderer :'- 

Be^v, Silence, I charge you ^Proceed, fir. 

Stii. No. Juitice may ftop the taler— and here's an 
evidence. 

Eiiter Bates. 

Bates, The news, I fee, has reached you. But take 
comfort, madam. \To Char.] There's one without 
enquiring for you — Go to him, and lofe no time. 

Char, O mifery ! mifery ! [Exit. 

Mrs. Benj, Follow her, Jar^vis. U it be true that 
Le^fon's dead, her grief may kill her. 

Bates, Jarvis muil ilay here, madam. I have fome 
queflions for him. 

Stu, Rather let him fly. His evidence may crulh 
his m after. 

Be'u, Why ay; this looks like management. 

Bates, He found you quarrelling with LeiAj/on in the 
flrcet lail night. [To Bev* 

Mrs. Be'v, No ; I am fure he did not. 

yar. Or if 1 did — 

Mrs. Bev. 'Tis falfe, old man They liad no 

quarrel ; there was np caufc for quarrel. 

Beij. Let him proceed, I fay — O ! I am Tick ! fick J 

—Reach a chair. [He jits do'wn, 

' Mrs. Bev, You droop, and tremble, love — Your eyes 

are fixt too — Yet you are innocent. If LevjjWs dead, 

you kiird him not. 

£ Piter Dawfon. 

Stu. Who fent for Danufon ? 

Bates, 'Twas I— We have a witnefs too, you 
little think of Without there 1 

Stu, What witnefs ? 

Bates, A right one. Look at him. 

Enter Lewfon and Charlotte. 

^fu* Leiv/on ! O villains I villains ! 

[r© Bates «W Dawfon. 
Mrs. 
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Mrs. Bev. Rifcn from the dead ! why, this is un- 
expeded happinefs \ 

Char. Or is't his ghoft ? * [f« Stakcly] that £ght 
wou'd pleafe you» fir. 

Jar. What riddle's this ? 

£ev. Be quick and tell it— My minutes are-bat few. 
' Mrs. Bev, Alas I why fo ? you fhall live long and 
lappily. 

Ltw, While fhamc and punifhment /hall rack that 

viper [Pointing to Stukely] the tale is fhort ^I was 

too bufy in his fecrets> and therefore doom'd to die. 
Bates, to prevent the murder, undertook it— I kept 
aloof to give it credit. — 

Char, And give me pangs unutterable. 

L4^. I icXt 'em all, and would have told you— But 
vengeance wanted ripening. The villain's fchcm& 
was but half executed. I'he arreft by J>a'wJBn^ fol- 
low'd the fuppos'd murder — And now, depending ott 
his once wicked aflbciates, he comes to fix the guilt oa 
Beverley. 

Mrs. Bcv, O ! execrable wretch ! 

Bateu Danvfon and I are witnelTes of this^ 

Le-w, And of a thoufand frauds. His fortune riiin'd 
by fliarpcrs and falfe dice; and Stukely fole contriver 
and pcflefTor of all. 

Da^jj. Had he but flopt on this fide murder, we had 
been villains Hill. 

Mrs. Bev, Thus Heaven turns evil into good; and 
by permitting fin, warns men to virtue. 

Letu, Yet punifhes the inftrument. So fhall our 
laws ; tho* not with death. But death were mercy^ 
Shame, beggary, and imprifonment, unpity'd mifcry^ 
the flings of confcience, and the curfe.. of mankind, 

fliall make life hateful to him till at lad, his own 

hand end him. How does my fiend ? [To Bev- 

Bev, Why, well. Who's he that afks me ? 

Mrs. Bev, 'Tis Lein^/on, love Why do you look 

fo at him ? 

Bev, They told me he was murdered. [Wildly. 

Mrs, Bev, Ay ; but he Jives to f^ve us.. 

Befu^ 
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B^v, Lend me your hand— THe room turns round. 

Mrs. Bev. O Heaven- 1 

Lsiv. This villain here dlilurbs him. Remove him 

from his fight And for your lives ice that you 

guard him. [Stukely is tiiken off by Dawfon and Bates.^] 
How is it, fir? 

Be'v^ * ris here— —and here \Pointing to his head 
and heart.'] And now it tears mel » 

Mrs. Bev» You feel convuls'd too W hat is*^t 

difturbs you ? 

' Le<w. This fudden turn of joy ptrhaps He 

* wants reft to — Laft night was drqadfurl to him. Hi$ 
« brain is giddy. 

* Char, Ay, never to be cur'd — Why, brother!— 
« O ! 1 fear ! I fear I 

' Mrs, Be V. Preferve him. Heaven!'— My love E 
my life ! look at me \ — How his eyes flUme I 

Be'v, A furnace rages ill this heart — ' I have been 

* too hafty. 

' Mrs, B^v. Indeed! O me! O me! Hel|^, 

« Jar*uisl fly^ )\y for help ! your mafter dies elfe. ■ ■ 
« Weep not, but fly t [E;c. Jar.} What is thh h^fty- 

* deed? -Yet do aot ajifwer me— 7— My fears. 

* have guefs'd. 

' Bev. Call back the meflenger— — 'Tis not in me-» 
^ dicine's power to help me. 

* Mrs. Be^> Is it then fo.^ 

/ Bev,^ Down, reftlefe flames*!— {Z^Ty/V^ /&/j /&^»4?^ 

§n his heart"] down to your native Hell fhe're yoa 

fhall rack mc O ! for a paufe from pain! 

* Mrs. Be^, Help, Charlotte! fupport him, firl* 

* [To Levvfon.] This is a killing fight I 

' Bev, That pang was well It has numb'd my 

* fenfes,' Where's my wife ?— Can you forgive- 

me, love? 

Mrs. Be'v, Alas ! for what 

* Bev. [Starting again,] And there's another pang- 

* -^■- ■ Now all is quiet Will you forgive me? 

' Mrs.^^'y. I will Tell mc for what?* 

• Be*i\ For meanly dying. 

Mc$4. 
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Mrs. Be'v. No do not fay it. 

£e^. As truly as my foul muft anfwer it Hr.d 

yar^jts (laid this, morning, all had* been well. But 

prefb'd by fhame pent in a prifon— ; tormented 

with my pangs for }ou driven to dci'^air and mad- 

nefs 1 took the advantage of his ablence, corrupted 

the poor wretch he left to guard me, and— fwdl- 
lowed foif:n. 

Mrs. Bv. O ! fatal deed ! 

Char, Dreadful and cruel- ! 

Be^, Ay, mod accurs'd And now I go to my 

account. * This reft from pain brings death ; yet 'tis 

* Heaven's kindnefs to me. I wilhM for eafe, a mo- 
' ment's eafe, that cool repentance and contritipa 

* might foften vengeance' Bend me, and let me 

kneel. [They lift him f rem his chair, and fupport him 
en his knees,'] I'll pray for you too. Thou Power that 
madeft me, hear me ! if for a life of frailty, and this 
too hafty deed of death, thy juftice dooms me, here 
I acquit the fentence. But if, enthron'd in mercy 
where thou fit'ft, thy pity has beheld me, fend me a 
gleam of hope ; that in thefe laft and bitter momenrs 
my foul may tafte of comfort I and for thefe mourners 
here, O ! let their lives be peaceful, and their deaths 
happy ! And now J die. 

Mrs. Be'u, Reftore him. Heaven 1 flretch forth 
thy arm omnipotent, and fnatch him from the grave ! 
— O fave him ! fave him I or let me die too. 

' Bev. Alas ! that prayer is fruitlefs. Already 

* death has feiz'd me — Yet Heaven is gracious — [ 

* afk'd for hope, as tlie bright preiage of forgiven efs, 
' and like a light, blazing thro' darknefs, it came and 

* chear'd me 'Twas all I liv'd for, and now I 

' die. 

' Mrs. Bev. Not yet! Not yet! Stay 

* but alittic and I'll die t«o.' 

Be'v, No ; live, I charge you. We have a little 

one. 'iho' I have left him, you will nor leave him. 
To Lezv/on^ kindnefs I bequeath him — Is not 

this 
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this Charlotte P We have liv'd in love, tho' I have 
wrong'd you — Can yoCi forgive itie, Charlotte ? 

Char, Forgive you ! — O ,my poor brother ! 

Bev. * Lend mc your hand, love. So — raife me— 
€ No^ — 'twill not be — My life is finifl\'d'— O ! for a 
few Ihort moments I to tell you hoW my heart bleeds 
foryou- — That even now, thus dying as 1 am, dubious' 
and fearful of hereafter, my bjfom pang is for your 
iniferies. Support her Heaveit !—— -And now I go 
— O, mercy ! mercy ! {Dies: 

Zfw. 'rhen all is over How is it, madam? 

—My poor Charlotte y too ! 



* Enter Jar vis. 

* Jar, How does my mailer, madam ? here's help 

* at hand Am I too late then ? 

[' Seeing Beverley.* 
Char. * Tears ! tears ! why fall you not ?— — . 

* O wretched fifter ! Speak to her. Lew/on^ 

Her grief is fpeechlefs. 

Lew. ' Remo.e her from this fight Go to her 

* y^ri;/j— Lead and fupport her.' Sorrow like her's 
forbiJs complaint — Words are for lighter griefs- 
Some minillring^ angel bring her peace ! [' Jar. and 

* Char. lead her off-"*^ And thou, poor breathlefs 
corpfe, may thy departed foul have found the reft it 
pray'd for ! fave but one error, and this laft fatal deed^ 
thy life was lovely. Let frd iler minds take warning ; 
and from example learn, that want of prudence is 
want of virtue. 

Follies, if uncontrouV d y of t very kind, 
GrdTv into pajfjfions, and fubdue the mind ; 
IVith Jenfe and re af on hold fuperior ft rife. 
And conquer honour y nature, fame, and life ^ 
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Written by a F r i E k d. 

f\ N e*o^iy Gameftir in th* Arabian nation^ 

^Tis/aid that Mahomet denounc*d damnation : 
But in nturnfor tvicked cards and dice^ 
He game them black-ey^d girls in.^aradi/e. 
Should be thus preachy good country men y to you. 
His converts 'would y I fear , he mighty fe^w. 
So much your hearts arefet on fordid gain , 
^he bright eft eyes around you Jhine in <vain. 
Should the mcft hea'v^nly beauty -bid you take her^ 
Tou^d rather hold — two aces ai»d a inakcr> 
By your example y our poor fex dranjonin^ 
Is guilty of the fame unuat*ralfin ; 
^he ftudy nav ofev^ry girl ofparh^ 
Is hotv to ivinyour money, not your hearts, 
O / in ivbat f^weet^ ivhat ra*uijhing delights 
Our beaux and belles together p of s their nights f 
By ardent perturbations kept aivake. 
Each vie-ivs *with longing eyes the other'* s — -ftake, 
^ he f miles and graces are from Britam^tfov/r, 
Our Cupid is an errant Jharper gro^wn. 
And fortune Jits on Cytherea'j Throfte. 
In all ihefe things, tho"* ivomen may be blamed. 
Sure men, the njuifer men, Jhtmld be aJhanCd! 
^nd Uis a horrid fcandal, I declare, 
7hat four Jirange queens Jhotild ri'val all thefair'^ 
Four jilts 'with neither beauty, ivit, nor parts, 
O Jhame ! ha've got poffejfion of their hearts : 
And thofe bold fluts, for all their queenly pride, 
Ha've played Icofe tricks ^ or elfe they* re much bely^-d. 
■Cards ivere at fir ft for benefits defignd^ 
Sent to amufe, and not. enfta've the mind. 
From good to had hohju eafy the tranftticn / 
For ivhat woas pleafure once, is new. per di lie*:. 
Fair ladies then thefe ivicked Ga?nejters Jkun^ 
Whoever lAjedi one, is, you fee undone, 

FINIS. 
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PLAYS printed for %. Bladon, N^ 13, Pater- 
nofter-Row, [Price bd.) 

ALchemift , 
All for Love 
Aipphitryon 
As you Like it 
Beaux Stratagem 
Beggars Opera 
Bold Stroke for a Wife 
Bufy Body 
Carelefs Hufband 
Cato 
Chaplet 

Confcious Lovers 
Committee 
Confederacy 
Conftant Couple 
Country LafTes 
Cymbeline 
Damon and Philllda 
Diftreft Mother 
Double Dealer 
Double Gallant 
Dragon of Wantley 
Every Man in his Humour 
Pair Penitent 
Puneral 

Oeorgc Barnwell 
Hamlet 

Henry IV. 2 Parts 
Henry V. 
Henry VI. 3 Parts 
Henry VIII. 
Jane Shore 
Jane Gray 
Kihg John 

King Lear, by ShakQ)care 
King Lear, altered by Tate 
Love for Love 
Love makes a Man 
Love's laft Shift 
Lybg (Kurer 



Macbeth 

Mariamne 

Meafure for Meafure 

Merchant of Venice 

Mourning Bride 

Much ado about Nothing 

Non- Juror 

Oedipus 

Old Bachelor , 

Orphan 

Othello 

Phxdra and Hippolltus 

Provok'd Wife 

Refufal 

Rehearfal 

Relapfe 

Rerenge 

Richard m. 

Rival Queens 

Romeo and Juliet 

Rule a Wife, and have a 

Wife 
She would and fhe would 

not 
Siege of Damafcus 
Sir Harry Wildair 
State of Innocence . 
Sufpicious Huiband 
Tamerlane 
Tempcft 
Tender Hulband 
Theodoiius 
Twelfth Night 
Twin Rivals 
Way of the World 
What d'ye call it 
Woman's a Riddle 
Wonder, a Woman keept 

a Secret 
Cfait>nimliotoa(holo^^ 



Juft publiftied, making 12 hancJfome Volumes inDuo» 
dccimo, neatly bound. Price il 16s. 

^TpHE ENGLISH THEATRE, containing 60 of 
X the belt Tragedies and Comedies in the Englilh 
Language ; each Volume has an elegantVigncttc Title, 
and every Play a Frontiipiece, reprefenting a ftriking 
Likenefs of the moft favourite Adors and Adrcfles, de- 
iigncd and engraved by the beft Artills. 

Vol. I. 

Bufy Body 
BolJ Stroke 
Ccnlcious Lovers 
MilVr 
Sufpicious Hnlband 

voL.n. 

Orphnn 
Fair Pcnitpnt 
Phxcliaand Hippolitus 
Tarcred and Sigifmunja 
Kevcngc 

Vol. hi. 
Spani/h Friar * 
Rule a Wife 
Old Bachelor 
Kccmliin^ Officer 
PiovokM Wife 

Vol. IV. 
Mcrope 

Mourning Bride 
Jane Siiorc 
Rivn! C^ucens 
Gamcjler 

VOL.V. 
Way of the World 
F.very M^n in his Humour" 
Committee 
Beaux Suatagcm 
Love for Love 

VoL.VL 
Oroonoko 
Cieorgc Barnwell 
Tamerlane 
V^•niceprefe^ved 
DIftreft Mother 



IX. 



Vol. Vir. 
Provok'd Hu(band 
Love makes a Man 
Drummer 
Carclefs Hufband 
Funeral 

Vol. VIII. 
Earl of Eaex 
Burbaiofifa 
Mahomet 
All for Love 
Jane Gray 

Vol. 
Amphitryon 
Double Dealer 
Incondnnt 
Double Gnllant 
Conllant CoupL* 

Vol. X. 
SIccc of D.-imarcus 
'I iitodofiiis 
Cato 
Douglas 
Zara 

vcL. xr. 

city "Wlvfs Confederacy 

Country Wife 
]\Jinor 
AVonlcr 
C"hanccs 

Vol. Xir. 

Mc'ira 

Grecian D.iv.gluer 
Ronian Father 
Brotji. IS 



Ilabcfila 

Any of the above Plays may be hnil fepnratc, Price 6d. 
although the Frontifpieces aie worth the Money alone. 



